THE RUMBLING THUMPS 
SLOWLY BECAME LOUDER. 


Soon, with each new thump, the building began to 
shake. 

“Earthquake!” Mike cried. 

As Mike and Susan started running around in a 
panic, Tomo turned toward the window. What he 
saw there made him freeze in his tracks. 

Two enormous eyes fixed on Tomo. The boy saw 
a ridged lizardlike brow and the snout and jaws of 
something that reminded him of a dinosaur—only 
no dinosaur was ever this big. 

“Godzilla,” Tomo whispered, recognizing the 
huge green monster from old photos he had seen 
back in Japan. 

Suddenly the giant beast roared—and attacked! 
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Blackstone, Nevada 


_ Len Avery held his dad’s 
* video camera steady as a 

horrifying monster sham- 
ay bled down the center of Main 
ye SYN Street. It walked on two legs like 
a man, but it was covered with some weird glowing 
goop. Len held his breath as the monster came right 
for him. It reached in his direction and— 

“Cut!” cried a voice off to Len’s lef. Shoulders 
slumping, Len pushed the camera’s stop button. Right 
in front of him, the monster came to a halt and threw 
his hands up in the air. 

“So what was wrong with that take, anyway?” the 
monster bellowed as he tugged at his rubber mask. 
He took it off and was transformed into Moose 
DeAngelo, the biggest guy in the ninth grade. 
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“Ask the director,” Len said as he took the cam- 
era from his shoulder. He was fourteen and tall for 
his age, with long blond hair. 

The monster turned to Len’s best bud, thirteen- 
year-old Terry Richmond. Terry was kind of pudgy, 
with deep blue eyes and curly black hair. He sat in 
front of a small portable TV monitor connected to 
Len’s camera by a long black cable. 

“Well?” Moose asked from his monster suit. 

“It’s Moose’s dad,” Terry told Len. “He keeps 
leaning out the window and waving in the back- 
ground. Didn’t you see him?” 

Behind Len, the monster turned and looked at the 
window of his dad’s accounting firm. He saw a 
man waving. 

“Dad!” Moose cried. He stalked off to go talk 
with his father. 

“Um, Terry,” Len said. “I’ve got baseball practice 
in an hour. Do you think we’re gonna be done with 
Meltdown Man in time?” 

“Do you want to have a take with Moose’s dad in 
the background? Or Moose looking stupid instead 
of scary because he won't take direction?” 

“That's not what | asked.” 

“Man, | bet George Lucas didn’t have anyone 
bugging him about baseball practice.” 

Before Len could reply, a sudden wind whipped 
up behind him and tossed him off his feet! The 
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video camera flew from his hand as he spilled to 
the pavement. 

“Whoa!” Terry yelled. “What's goin’ on?” 

Len looked up and saw a rust-colored cloud rac- 
ing their way. One by one, it was gobbling up all of 
Main Street's old-fashioned storefronts. 

“Dust storm!” Moose called from across the 
street. “My dad’s place is open. Come on!” 

Len saw Moose duck inside. Up and down the 
street, other people raced into stores or office build- 
ings to take shelter from the storm. 

“Where's the camera?” Len asked, turning his 
head away from the heavy winds. 

“Rosebush, by old man Park’s place.” 

Len stumbled toward the rosebush and grabbed 
the camera. He checked it out quickly. No damage. 

Whew! He turned to see Terry beating on Mr. 
Park’s door. But the door to the old-fashioned barber- 
shop was locked and drapes covered the windows. 

All around them, the storm was getting worse. 
The corner traffic lights swung wildly on their 
cables, then were swept away. Lightning rippled 
through the air and smashed through the top win- 
dows of McCray’s drugstore across the street. 

Len instinctively raised his camera and started 
taping. He was just in time to catch McCray’s 
twenty-foot-tall sign come loose and smash to the 
ground in a hail of sparks. 
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“Spectacular!” Len said as he anchored himself 
in the doorway. The winds were buffeting him even 
harder now. “Extreme!” 

Terry grabbed his arm. “Len, what are you 
doing? Are you nuts? Why don’t you just hang a 
sign out—'l’m a lightning rod. Hit me!’” 

Len pulled away from his bud. He had to stay 
focused. 

A Jeep’s form appeared in the center of the 
swirling dust cloud. It grew larger as it sailed 
through the air and slammed down on the street, 
landing on its roof. Len was relieved to see there 
was no one inside. But the Jeep's sides were caved 
in, as if it had been snatched up by giant pincers. 

“Did you get that?” Terry howled. “Tell me you 
got that!” 

“| got it! Maybe we can sell the footage to that 
weather guy in Reno.” 

“| was thinking CNN!” 

“We'll be heroes,” Len said. 

“We'll get dates!” 

A rumbling sounded. The ground trembled. 

Len’s every instinct told him to run. But he 
couldn’t move. The pavement shook and shud- 
dered. A shadow formed in the rust-colored mist up 
ahead. It was four stories tall. Cars came flying 
through the mist. Bits of buildings scattered every- 
where. A high, shrill vibrating sound rushed toward 
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him. Loud thumps sounded. The thing in the mist 
was coming closer. He could almost see it now. Its 
dark bulbous body. Its snapping claws, large 
enough to pick up a car or truck and toss it around 
like a toy. Or smash through buildings. 

He heard a hissing noise. A buzzing, like a 
downed power line whipping around like a snake. 
But the sound didn’t come as randomly as a 
downed line might. This was more like the sound a 
lion might make slapping its tail rhythmically on the 
ground. 

Yeah, Len thought. If the tail was electrified. 

Then he saw it. The creature broke through the 
mist and came forward. A majestic being that had 
no business existing outside of a science fiction 
movie—one with a huge special effects budget. 

“Oh, man,” Terry whispered. “This thing’s got 
Meltdown Man beat!” 

It was a giant scorpion. The creature came swiftly 
forward. Len videotaped it more out of instinct than 
anything else. His brain had pretty much shut down 
at the sight of the gruesome monster. 

The giant scorpion smashed buildings with its 
claws. It threw blinding streaks of white and blue 
tire with its tail. Suddenly, the monster stopped and 
looked right at him. 

And that was the last thing Len saw. 

Before he fainted. 


Los Angeles, California 


ee “Tomoyuki?” the teacher 
St a asked. “Do you have the 
es Sieg answer?” 
| The neatly dressed twelve- 

“y" year-old Japanese boy opened 
his ae to speak. The jarring kick to the back of his 
chair made him lurch forward and gurgle something 
unintelligible. The class exploded with laughter. 

Tomo half turned in his chair to look at Jack 
Gorganski, the long-legged student sitting behind 
him. “Hey—why’d you—” 

One of Tomo’s books fell to the floor. He turned 
his attention to the fallen book and leaned down to 
grab it. Someone else kicked it across the room. 
Tomo got up to follow it, and the book was booted 
from one desk to another. 
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“| need that!” Tomo said. 

The students couldn't stop laughing. 

“All right, everyone!” the teacher called. But the 
laughter didn’t stop. “People, I’m warning you!” 

The book kept sliding. Tomo’s face was flushed 
red with anger as he chased after it. He struggled 
to control himself. He knew that his outbursts would 
only make things worse for him. 

Suddenly, a heavy boot slammed down on the 
skidding book. Everyone gasped as_ Frank 
Farsweller bent down, snatched up the book, and 
handed it to Tomo. 

“Thank you,” Tomo said. He bowed quickly, 
which was the custom in his homeland. 

“Oh, yes, thank you, Frank-san, most grateful, 
yes, yes,” Jack said in a nasty voice. 

Frank glared at Jack Gorganski. Frank was 
almost six feet tall and was a solid wall of muscle 
and attitude. Jack was thin, with long dark hair. He 
pressed his lips together and studied the ceiling. A 
few students giggled. 

Then Frank bowed to Tomo. And no one laughed. 

Miss Carstairs, their teacher, went over to Jack. 
“Why didn’t you let Tomoyuki answer my ques- 
tion?” 

“Hey, our pal Tofu here’s got all the answers. You 
should call on someone else once in a while.” 

“Like you?” 
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“| didn’t say that,” Jack said. He knitted his 
hands together behind his head and leaned back in 
his seat, rocking slightly. A few students laughed. 

“Miss Carstairs?” Frank said. He and Tomo were 
still standing. 

“Yes?” 

Frank pointed at the young man who sat in front 
of him. “Krasinof here wants to switch seats with 
Tomoyuki.” 

The lanky, wild-haired Kras spun around fast 
enough to make his earrings and nose rings clink. 


“l 4“ 


“You remember telling me that, don’t you?” Frank 
asked. 

“Oh,” Kras said. “Yeah, that’s right.” 

“Go ahead,” Miss Carstairs said as the bell went 
off. “Class is dismissed. And, Jack Gorganski, no 
more, all right? You’re better than this.” 

“Nah,” Jack said. “You just wanna think so.” 

Frank left with the rest of the class. Tomo went 
over to his desk to gather his books. 

“Tomoyuki?” Miss Carstairs asked. 

“Yes,” he said, abruptly straightening up. He 
squashed his hands to his sides and fixed his gaze 
at a spot on the floor near Miss Carstairs’ feet. 

“Tomoyuki, please look at me.” 

The young man looked up slowly. He felt uncom- 
fortable meeting the teacher's gaze. 
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“It’s all right to look at me when | talk to you,” 
Miss Carstairs said. “| know you haven’t been in the 
States for long...” 

“A month,” Tomo said. 

“In America, when you don’t look someone in the 
eye when they’re talking to you, they might think 
you have something to hide.” 

“Oh,” Tomo said. “I see.” He sighed. It was the 
exact opposite where he came from. “It’s all very 
confusing.” 

“Well, at least you’re doing well with the lan- 
guage. | was talking with someone at the Little 
Tokyo Service Center and they said that language is 
usually the toughest barrier for students transferring 
trom other countries.” 

“Yes, | studied in private school, in Yokohama.” 
Tomo eyed the clock nervously. He did not wish to 
be disrespectful or rude by pointing out that he had 
another class. Still... 

Miss Carstairs followed his gaze. “Oh. I'll write 
you out a pass. Sorry.” 

Tomo was shocked. A teacher who made apolo- 
gies. Back home, such a thing was unheard of. 

Miss Carstairs wrote out the pass and handed it 
to Tomo. “One other thing. Think about getting one 
of your cousins to take you to the mall. Get some 
different clothes. Try to fit in with the other kids a lit- 
tle better. It'll make things easier.” 
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“Thank you,” Tomo said, knowing all too well 
what she was talking about. 

He left the classroom and walked down the hall. 
He was very conscious of his clothing. His khaki 
pants, white short-sleeved shirt, and white shoes 
would have looked perfectly normal in Japan. But 
considering what most of the other students wore... 

He studied the looks of his fellow students. They 
wore oversized jeans that hung so far down their 
hips that some actually had to hold them up while 
walking; torn T-shirts; bright orange and green 
hair; buzz cuts. He tried not to giggle as a serious- 
looking young man went past wearing a dog collar. 

Then he felt bad. It wasn’t right to laugh at others 
for what they wore, or for being different. That's 
why people laughed at him. He promised himself 
that he would never do it again. 

Today was a half-day, and by lunchtime, Tomo 
was walking home. Carloads of students went by, 
some honking and calling him names. He ignored 
them. He wasn’t the only student at his high school 
to come from a Japanese heritage. But most of the 
others were Japanese-American, like his cousins. 
And they avoided him, for some reason. 

He reached the Palms apartment building, rode 
up in the elevator, and walked down the corridor to 
his new home, apartment 22D. Unlocking the door, 
he went inside. The stereo was blaring. 
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“Tomo!” Susan called. 

He set his books down and smiled at his twenty- 
year-old cousin. She was sitting on the couch, eat- 
ing some yogurt and potato chips. Her black bangs 
hung in her eyes, and her torn jeans and Metallica 
T-shirt needed a washing. Something smelled bad. 
She was painting her toenails every color of the 
rainbow. 

“Would you move?” she asked. 
watch something.” 

Tomo realized that he was standing between 
Susan and the television. She was watching one of 
her soap operas. He shuffled to one side of the TV. 
“| thought you were listening to music.” 

“lam,” she said sternly as she rolled her eyes. 
“So let me listen.” 

Frowning, Tomo went off to his room. He almost 
walked right into Mike, his other cousin. 

“Watch where you’re going, you little zombie,” 
Mike said. He was nearly Susan’s age. Tall, good- 
looking, and strongly built, dressed all in black. A 
silver ankh hung around his neck. Shaking his 
head, Mike called, “The little dweeb’s home! 
Danger, Will Robinson! Danger!” 

“| know,” Susan shouted back. 

Tomo ducked into his room and quickly shut the 
door. He sensed that he wasn’t alone. Kneeling by 
his bed, he pulled up the bedspread and saw two 
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glittering points of light in the darkness. The lights 
darted back and forth nervously. 

“Come on out, C.B.,” he said. The orange and 
white cat cautiously left the safety of the bed and 
rubbed the back of his head against Tomo’s hand. 

Safe, he thought. He focused on the word until it 
was more than a word to him. It became a feeling. 
One that he was able to push out of his body and 
into the mind of his little friend. 

“Meyoooow?” the cat said. He closed his eyes 
and curled up in Tomo’s arms. 

Tomo had a sense of what was happening in 
C.B.’s mind. He tried to translate those feelings into 
words: Bad thump-thumps. Mean, mean, mean! 

“The stereo,” Tomo said with a sigh. He could 
feel its vibrations through the walls. It was enough 
to wreck anyone's nerves. And as far as the other 
half of what C.B. was sending... 

“Susan and Mike aren’t mean, they just don’t 
know any better,” Tomo whispered. “They're 
stressed. No one expected Mother and Father to be 
taken away in that accident. Susan and Mike are 
all we have now. But don’t worry. Susan will be 
going to the restaurant soon, and Mike will take his 
nap. One day it will be better. You'll see...” 

A rapping came at his door. “Hey, dweeb, ya 
gotta see this!” 
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Tomo sighed and stood up. C.B. came with him. 
He followed Mike into the living room. Susan was 
on the couch hunting for something. The stereo was 
still blaring. 

“Turn that thing down!” Mike cried. 

“Trying to find the remote,” Susan muttered. She 
snatched up a small plastic remote and clicked off 
the stereo. Then she raised the volume on the TV. 

Tomo was riveted by what he saw on the screen: 
shaky video footage of a small town being torn to 
pieces by a giant scorpion. 

“What you’re looking at is real,” said a news 
commentator. “In Blackstone, Nevada, a scorpion, 
estimated at four stories tall and some three hun- 
dred feet long, ripped through Main Street, causing 
devastating damage.” 

Tomo felt something then. It was similar to the 
tingling he’d felt in his mind whenever C.B. was 
feeling “talkative.” Yet this wasn’t C.B. The feeling 
was different somehow and much, much stronger. 

All of a sudden a sound in the distance, like a 
loud rumbling thump, startled the three kids. 

“What was that? Thunder?” asked Mike, glanc- 
ing out the window. “Looks too sunny for rain.” 

Again a rumbling thump sounded, and then 
another and another. “Susan, turn the TV down,” 
Mike said. 
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The rumbling thumps slowly became louder, as if 
the sounds were moving closer. Soon, with each 
new thump, the building began to shake. Finally, a 
mirror dropped from the wall, and Susan and Mike 
leaped from the couch. 

“Earthquake!” Mike cried. 

As Mike and Susan started running around in a 
panic, Tomo turned toward the window. What he 
saw there made him freeze in his tracks. 

Yes, furniture was now moving across the floor 
and pictures were dropping off walls. But only one 
thing really concerned Tomo at the moment. He 
knew their apartment was on the twenty-second 
floor. Which meant that no living creature should 
be able to bend down and take a peek inside their 
window. 

But that’s exactly what was happening! 

Two enormous eyes fixed on Tomo. The boy saw 
a ridged lizardlike brow and the snout and jaws of 
something that reminded him of a dinosaur—only 
no dinosaur was ever this big. 

“Godzilla,” Tomo whispered, recognizing the 
huge green monster from old photos he had seen 
back in Japan. 

Suddenly the giant beast roared—and attacked! 
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“Didn't you hear me, 
dweeb!” Mike — shouted 
“behind Tomo. “It’s an earth- 
“* quake. Come on and—" 
Mike suddenly stopped 
* shouting. 

Tomo knew why. Mike had 
Finally Hooked “out the. window: Thisswadtadasanle 
quake, Mike realized when he saw what was beating 
at the sides of their building. This was the most infa- 
mous giant monster in the world—a monster known 
for once attacking Japan. 

“Oh, no,” Mike muttered, his eyes wide. “There 
goes Tokyo.” 

“This is L.A.,” snapped Susan, who had yet to 
notice who had come for a visit. 

Tomo stared at the monster. For some reason, 
Godzilla had left the waters near Japan. But why? 
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Why had he crossed the Pacific Ocean and come 
to America? And why was he now on the attack? 

For an instant, Tomo noticed an odd tingling in 
his mind—the same feeling he got when he read 
C.B.’s thoughts. Suddenly, Tomo could feel what 
Godzilla was feeling. 

It was rage that was driving the giant monster, 
Tomo realized. Godzilla was very angry and upset. 

Tomo wanted to calm the monster with his 
thoughts—the way he did with C.B. But before he 
could even try, Mike grabbed him by the arms and 
hauled him away from the window. 

The walls shook as Godzilla threw himself 
against the building. 

Susan now saw the monster, and she let out an 
ear-piercing scream. “I don’t believe it! | don’t 
believe it!” she shouted. “He’s gonna tear the build- 
ing apart!” 

“Come on!” Mike hollered as he started drag- 
ging Tomo toward the door. 

The twelve-year-old wriggled free of his cousin’s 
grasp and looked around. He saw C.B. trying to 
force his way under the couch. He gently pulled at 
the cat’s quivering backside and hauled him into his 
arms. Then he ran for the door that Mike now held 
open. 

Susan was already in the hallway. Her chest was 
heaving. Her eyes darted back and forth wildly. 
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Mike grabbed her hand and hauled her toward the 
elevators. 

Tomo went the other way and started knocking 
on doors. 

“What are you doing?” Mike cried in a shrill 
voice. The floor shuddered. 

“Yokohama was leveled by an earthquake,” 
Tomo said. “Earthquake readiness was required in 
my school. We have to make sure no one’s hurt and 
unable to get out on their own.” 

Mike broke from Susan and stormed over to 
Tomo, who was now beating on a third door. 

“| know about earthquakes, dweeb. This is L.A. 
But it’s three-thirty in the afternoon. No one’s home 
but us. Now you’d better—” Mike began. 

“Listen!” Tomo cried. From the other side of the 
door came a faint sobbing. 

Mike stared at his cousin in amazement. He tried 
the door. When it wouldn’t open, he called, “Mrs. 
Fairbourne? Mrs. F., is that you?” 

“Help!” came a feeble cry. 

Tomo saw someone pass him and was surprised 
to see that it was Susan, who had somehow over- 
come her fears. She was knocking on other doors. 

They heard a click on the other side of Mrs. 
Fairbourne’s door. Mike tore the door open. They 
found the elderly woman lying nearby. An old 
grandfather clock had fallen and pinned her legs. 
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Still, she’d managed to reach the lock. 

Mike held up the clock while Tomo pulled Mrs. 
Fairbourne free. Together, they helped her to her 
feet and made it to the hallway. 

Mrs. Fairbourne looked first at Tomo, then at 
Mike. “Thank you, boys.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Mike said. He looked at Tomo and 
smiled. “Good call, cuz.” 

Tomo grinned. It was the first time that Mike had 
called him anything other than “dweeb.” 

In moments, they reached the elevator. 

“We have to take the stairs,” Tomo said. 

Mike nodded. “Yeah, you’re right. Elevator could 
get stalled or something.” 

Susan joined them. She held the door open. “No 
one else,” she said. Her chest was heaving, and she 
kept looking around as if she expected Godzilla to 
reach through the walls at any moment. But she 
held herself together. C.B. was in her arms. 

They carefully made it down the first few flights of 
stairs, then Susan heard a moaning. She found an 
elderly man who'd fallen on the stairs. Susan 
quickly helped him up, retrieving his fallen cane so 
he could make it the rest of the way down. 

Other people joined them. Some were interested 
in helping others. Most simply ran without thinking 
about anyone but themselves. 

By the time they reached the first floor, the stair- 
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well was jammed. People pressed their way out 
and made it into the lobby. The tremors were grow- 
ing weaker. 

But Tomo wondered whether the panic had only 
just begun. He’d heard the tales of Godzilla’s attack 
on Tokyo years ago, and he worried that the same 
fate was in store for Los Angeles. 

“We should stay here,” Tomo said when they 
reached the lobby. Crowds of people rushed by 
toward the glass doors leading outside. 

Mike looked at Mrs. Fairbourne and the man 
Susan had helped. C.B. was back in Tomo’s arms. 

“We need to get medical help for them,” Mike 
said. 

“I'll keep,” Mrs. F. said. The other gentleman 
nodded slowly. 

Susan shook her head. “I’m not staying here.” 

Mike took a few steps in her direction, but she 
darted away. 

“That thing might come back!” she screamed as 
she ran for the doors. “I’m not staying here!” 

“Susan!” Mike called. He started after her—then 
stopped and looked back to Tomo. “Wait here, 
okay? Just promise me you'll wait here.” 

Tomo nodded. Mike ran off after Susan, who was 
already out of the lobby. In seconds he was in the 
street, swallowed up by the crowd. 

Curious to see if he could catch a glimpse of 


af 


19 


SCOTT CIENCIN 


Godzilla, Tomo wandered close to the door. He 
looked out and could see the massive shape of the 
legendary monster. Godzilla reminded Tomo of a 
dinosaur, but he was bigger and more powerful 
than any dinosaur Tomo had ever read about. 

The ridges lining Godzilla’s back crackled like 
lightning. Godzilla turned his head to one side and 
opened his mouth. Bright silver-white fire shot from 
his mouth and melted the midsection of an office 
building. The glass and metal became charred slag. 
The top of the building sank forward. To Tomo, the 
building looked like a boxer who had just taken a 
powertul blow to the belly. 

Godzilla let out a cry of surprise as the top of the 
building fell on him! 

Tomo’s eyes widened as Godzilla, who seemed 
more angry than hurt, struggled beneath the pile of 
steel and concrete to get back to his feet. 

Suddenly, the glass door in front of Tomo swung 
outward. A man rushed into the lobby for shelter, 
and a frightened C.B. leaped from Tomo’s arms. 

“C.B.!” Tomo cried as his cat ran out the door. 
Tomo knew he’d promised Mike he’d stay put, but 
C.B. was his friend. The cat could easily get hurt in 
the crush of people outside. 

Without hesitation, Tomo quickly followed his pet 
into the crowd. Car horns were honking like crazy 
as police with bullhorns tried to direct the scream- 
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ing mob. Above, the steady chop-chop-chop of 
cruising helicopters mixed with the roar and 
whoosh of jets racing overhead. 

A block away, Godzilla’s roar shook everything 
in sight, and the screaming people became even 
more frantic to get away. 

At first, Tomo was frightened to see the wall of 
people coming toward him. He knew that he could 
easily be knocked down and trampled underfoot. 
But then he suddenly recalled a lesson he’d learned 
from his favorite teacher in Japan. 

The teacher had said that calm was a more pow- 
erful force than chaos, and understanding stronger 
than fear. 

The teacher had told Tomo that his special gift of 
understanding could see him through many difficul- 
ties—if only he had the courage to use it. 

Tomo thought of this now as he took a deep 
breath and stepped forward. But the rush of people 
looked frightening to him. So he closed his eyes 
and reached out with his special awareness. 

Tomo again tried to step forward. This time he 
imagined he was wading through the gentle waters 
of a pool that he knew very well. 

He could hear the crowd all around him. Using 
his awareness to guide him forward, he stepped to 
the left, then to the right, and then to the left again. 
Suddenly, he stopped completely and waited for a 
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moment before he moved forward again. 

No one touched him. No one struck him or 
knocked him down. 

He could feel their breezes as they passed by. His 
hair was ruffled by them. His skin tingled with them. 

“Crazy kid!” someone yelled. 

“| almost—” another cried. 

But all the while, Tomo continued to calmly step 
forward, moving fluidly through the mob of oncom- 
ing bodies like a fish through water. 

Finally, he opened his eyes and looked up. The 
worst of the crowds had passed. Half a block 
down, he saw C.B. in the middle of the street. 

“C.B.!” cried Tomo. The cat glanced his way, but 
Godzilla roared again. The cat fled in fear, cutting 
down a side street, and Tomo chased after him. 

As more sounds of destruction reached him, 
Tomo looked up and saw rubble flying over 
rooftops. As debris spilled down onto the street, he 
took cover in a doorway. Godzilla’s rampage was 
far from over! j 

Focusing his thoughts, Tomo tried to reach out to 
C.B. Come here! Again and again Tomo reached 
out. Come here, C.B. Come to me! 

Finally, Tomo heard a soft meowing. Looking 
down, he saw the cat. He scooped it up into his 
arms—then felt that same odd tingling as before. 

Godzilla was coming. 
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Tomo set a picture of home in his mind and 
pushed hard to make it appear in C.B.’s head. The 
cat meowed quizzically. 

“You can run a lot faster than | can. Go!” 

Tomo focused his power in the most concentrated 
burst he’d ever managed, sending his directions 
and his love into the animal’s mind. 

C.B. darted back with a reee-owwwww, then ran 
off toward home. Tomo was about to race after him 
when the ground shook and Godzilla stepped into 
an intersection at the corner. 

Tomo stared up at the monster. Godzilla looked 
right at him. Tomo felt the tingling again. 

“Why are you doing this?” Tomo asked. 

As if in response, a thousand images flooded 
into Tomo’s mind. He was overwhelmed at first. But 
as the images began to sort themselves out, Tomo 
felt a deep understanding grow in his heart. 

He knew what Godzilla wanted from him: 
answers. But Tomo had none to give. 

Godzilla let out a howl of frustration and 
smashed at a nearby building. Then he turned and 
stormed off. 

Tomo was stunned as he watched the monster go. 
For a brief moment, he had shared an amazing con- 
nection with the monster. It had been the strongest 
connection Tomo had ever felt. 

He and Godzilla were both strangers in a strange 
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land, lonely and looking for something. 

But what? wondered Tomo. What was Godzilla 
looking for? 

Tomo had to follow him and find out. 

He knew C.B. would be all right. The cat would 
wait outside the apartment building until someone 
went into the lobby. Then he would race inside and 
wait in a corner until he spotted Mike or Susan. 

Tomo sighed when he thought of his two cousins. 
He didn’t want to worry them, but, the truth was, 
Tomo didn’t think they would worry. They'd proba- 
bly enjoy not always having to take care of him. 

Ahead of Tomo, Air Force fighter jets were firing 
missiles at Godzilla. The monster let loose with his 
atomic flames and seared one of the planes. It wob- 
bled out of the sky and disappeared from view. Its 
missiles exploded, doing more damage to the 
streets of L.A. than to the green-scaled attacker. 

Tomo made up his mind. He would have to find 
someone who could help him talk sense to 
Godzilla. Before it was too late. 

At the corner, he saw two soldiers leaping into a 
Jeep. “We're heading back to headquarters,” one 
of them said into his radio. 

Tomo knew this was his chance. Quietly, he snuck 
behind the Jeep. Then he climbed onto the bumper, 
crouching low so that the soldiers wouldn’t see him 
as they started the engine and drove away. 
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Godzilla hated the tall silver 
boxes. 
They mocked him. There 
were times when he could 
almost hear them laughing at 
him. Buzzing, rattling, clang- 
, .and now they — stood 
Lewes him and ba Fesncis thiab/hiexdiccheasdhimihrom 
his peaceful slumber beneath the ocean’s depths. 
Godzilla chose one of the towering silver boxes at 
random. He opened his massive jaws and released 
an explosive stream of blue-white fire. The destructive 
energies covered the box’s upper half with flames. 
Godzilla swung his mighty tail at the lower part of 
another silver box. He felt it shatter. He kicked and 
punched at the boxes, and even succeeded in top- 
pling several of them. 
The noisy, wasplike beating of wings came to him. 
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One of the gray plump-bodied bugs hovered 
nearby. He ignored it. The wasps were harmless. It 
was the roaring, hissing sleek-bodied silver insects 
that were really troublesome. He might have 
thought they were simply very swift birds, if not for 
the exploding stingers they hurled his way. 

Annoyed at the very thought of the stingers, 
Godzilla turned to the hovering wasp. He roared at 
it, causing it to dart back in fear. The chop-chop- 
chop-chop sound of its wings dwindled as it rose 
high and fled. 

Godzilla considered bringing the wasp crashing 
to the ground. But then he saw something inside it: 
several of the strangely colored antlike creatures on 
two legs that flooded from the silver boxes and 
clogged the gray pathways between them. 

Generally, he thought nothing of these scurrying 
creatures. But then he had encountered the One. 

Godzilla saw the One twice. First, the One was 
standing inside a silver box, then again, a few short 
moments ago, the One was out in the open. When 
the One was near, Godzilla felt a kind of peace. He 
felt relief from the painful call that had dragged him 
here in pursuit of— 

What? He didn’t know. All he understood for 
sure was that when the One was near, he felt a tin- 
gling in his head that was calming. 

Yet it was not enough to make him go back to his 
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ocean bed. No, Godzilla first had to find the force 
that had dragged him from his wonderful dreams. 

Godzilla enjoyed dreaming of times long ago, of 
sweltering jungles and creatures long extinct. These 
were the times before he had been painfully trans- 
formed by the great, fiery ball of brilliant light. 

In his dreams of long ago, Godzilla was happy. 
His friends were there to play with—others like him- 
self who roamed the earth. 

Godzilla did not like being awakened from his 
dreams. He did not like remembering that he was 
now the only one of his kind. 

He would find the thing that had called him 
awake. The thing that was still calling him now. He 
would find it—and make it pay. 

Another fat-bodied gray wasp flew within range 
of Godzilla’s fiery anger. But he let it go. 

Taking another step forward, Godzilla didn’t 
bother to look where he was going. He reeled in 
surprise as he slammed into one of the silver boxes. 

Godzilla roared with anger. How dare this silver 
box get in his way! Furious, Godzilla ferociously 
tore his opponent to pieces. 


Tomo stayed low on the Jeep’s bumper and looked 
around as the Jeep snaked its way through the 
wrecked city. 


The elevated highways lay in ruins, victims of 
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Godzilla’s fury. The remains of skyscrapers lined 
the streets. Fires raged out of control. People wan- 
dered about, dazed, trying to make sense out of 
what had happened to their city. 

The famous Hollywood sign had been demol- 
ished. Rodeo Drive’s glass shopping plazas looked 
like the ruins of a war zone. And Mann’‘s Chinese 
Theater had a new footprint added to its walk of 
fame—Godzilla had stepped on the roof and 
ground the place into splinters. 

The Jeep turned onto what was left of Beverly 
Boulevard. 

“Yo, yo, yo!” a young guy howled. “T-shirts of 
the Big G, know what I’m sayin’? One low price—" 

Other hawkers lined the streets. “Get a piece of 
the sign, dudes, sign of the times—” 

“—commemorative videos—” 

“—souvenirs—" 

The driver turned to his companion. “Do you 
believe this place?” 

“It's LLA., partner—get used to it.” 

The Jeep lef the main roads and soon 
approached a park that had been made into a mil- 
itary camp. Tomo jumped off before it reached the 
guarded checkpoint. 

On foot, Tomo snuck around the camp’s perime- 
ter. When he spotted a truck by the supply 
entrance, he climbed carefully into the back and 
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hid while it drove through the guarded gate. Inside 
the truck he found some folded uniforms. To make 
sure he would blend in, Tomo changed into a small 
pair of fatigues, boots, and a white T-shirt. He put 
on a military cap and pulled it low over his brow. 

Inside the camp, Tomo jumped from the truck and 
moved through an array of tents and makeshift 
shelters. Soldiers buzzed about on important tasks. 
They were too busy to notice him. 

He snatched a clipboard he saw hanging on a 
peg, then darted around the camp, keeping his 
head down and always looking as if he knew 
where he was going and what he was doing. 

Tomo tried to trail officers as they crossed the 
compound. Someone had to have news about 
Godzilla. For thirty minutes, Tomo listened in on 
conversations without much luck. 

Finally, Tomo heard three men speaking in 
Japanese. They were sitting at a wooden table a 
few yards off to his right. Tomo quickly positioned 
himself so that he could get a better look at the 
men. Two of the men were older. One had gray 
hair and the other was bald. They both wore high- 
ranking military uniforms, and their faces were 
heavily lined. 

The third man was much younger. Only a bit 
older than Tomo’s cousin, Mike. He was a hand- 
some fellow with a shock of black hair that fell into 
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his eyes. He wore a brown leather jacket, blue 
jeans, and hiking boots. His mirrored sunglasses 
glinted in the afternoon sun. 

“Sore wa omoshiroi desune,” the gray-haired 
man said. Tomo translated: THAT'S INTERESTING. 

The bald guy shifted uncomfortably and put his 
hand on the gray-haired man’s arm. “Kare to 
hanashitai no desu.” 

Again Tomo translated: | WANT TO SPEAK WITH HIM. 

The younger man quickly spoke up in English. 
“Excuse me, but before we go any further, you do 
realize that I’m Japanese-American, don’t you? | 
was born in San Diego. There’s no need to speak 
Japanese with me unless that’s your preference.” 

“Ah,” said the bald man. “My apologies. This sit- 
uation has come upon us suddenly, Dr. Kuroyama.” 

“Call me Hiro, please.” 

The gray-haired man nodded. “Yes, we knew 
that you were a kaijuologist and that you studied in 
Tokyo, so we assumed—” 

“| traveled to Japan to learn all | could about 
Godzilla,” Hiro said. “I’m fascinated by him.” 

A kaijuologist, thought Tomo. That meant this 
man was an expert in the youngest of the sciences, 
the study of giant monsters. Established with the 
return of Godzilla, kaijuology involved knowledge 
of biology, biochemistry, microbiology, astrobiol- 
ogy, and a host of other scientific disciplines. 
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The few men and women who had trained in that 
area of expertise were highly imaginative, brilliant, 
and innovative. Here was the perfect person for 
Tomo to speak with! 

But how could he get this man to listen? 

The bald man set down a folder. “Our latest 
reports tell us that Godzilla is moving farther 
inland. He’s heading straight for the Nevada 
desert. And very quickly. The question is, why?” 

“| understand there have been sightings of 
another giant monster, a giant scorpion, in the 
Nevada desert,” Hiro said. “Godzilla could be 
heading toward this other monster, but that doesn’t 
answer all our questions. For instance, where did 
this scorpion come from?” 

The older men looked at one another uncomfort- 
ably, then glanced around. 

“Has anything out of the ordinary occurred in the 
Nevada desert recently?” Hiro asked. 

“As a matter of fact,” the bald man said, “there 
was a suspicious incident at a secret testing lab 
about fifteen miles from Blackstone, where the scor- 
pion first appeared. An explosion of some kind.” 

The gray-haired man beside him nodded. “The 
company is called Cryo Chemical. We picked up 
the explosion on satellite cameras. Since then, 
we've been unable to contact the lab by radio or 
phone. We were just about ready to send in an 
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investigative team when Godzilla struck.” 

“Let's send in the team now,” said Hiro. “And I'd 
like to be part of it. | think the answers that we’re 
looking for will be found there.” 

“All right,” said the bald man with a nod. 

“And get some of your men to search for scales 
from Godzilla,” suggested Hiro, “or anything that 
might contain samples of his DNA.” 

“Of course,” the bald man said. “Good idea.” 

The gray-haired man stood up. “I'll make the 
arrangements to get you on the transport bound for 
Nevada. Once you're there, you'll be able to track 
Godzilla’s movements by satellite. Is there anything 
you'll be needing?” 

Hiro grinned. “Some luck would be nice.” 

Hiding in the shadows, Tomo silently agreed. 


The transport was cruising along at twenty thou- 
sand feet when Colonel Ben Tyler sat down next to 
Hiro. The military officer was short but powerfully 
built. He had deep blue eyes, close-cropped blond 
hair, and a kind smile. 

Hiro was reading a Japanese comic book, called 
a manga. 

“Good stuff?” Ben asked. 

“Actually, yeah,” Hiro said. He showed Ben the 


cover. Domu: A Child’s Dream. “It’s all about psy- 
chic kids.” 
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“Isn't there a whole institute devoted to that in 
Japan?” 

“Yes, but it’s not my field, really.” He sighed and 
tapped the pile of folders sitting next to him. “I’ve 
been over the reports. I’m considering the data.” 
He flashed the square-bound comic book again. 
“But one thing I’ve learned is that sometimes it’s best 
not to obsess over a problem. Do something else, 
get your mind off it, and the answers just pop right 
out.” 

“I'm like that, too,” Ben said. 

A shuffling startled both men. They looked up in 
surprise and saw a twelve-year-old Japanese boy 
in military fatigues standing in front of them. 

“Excuse me,” the young man said. “I know things 
that might help you with Godzilla.” 

“How'd you get onboard?” Ben cried. 

“With difficulty.” 

Hiro smiled, in spite of himself. 

Ben was able to drag the twelve-year-old’s name 
and a few other facts out of him, including the 
names of his immediate family. 

“We've gone too far to turn around now,” Ben 
said. “But as soon as we hit the airfield, I’m putting 
you on a plane back to L.A. I’m gonna call your 
cousins right now so they won't worry.” 

Tomo bowed. 

Ben looked at the military types in the main sec- 
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tion of the transport. “And I’m gonna find out how 
some kid got past all you tough guys!” 

Everyone started looking around everywhere, 
except at Ben. They studied the roof, their shoes, the 
view of the clouds outside. 

“So what'd you want to tell me?” Hiro asked. 

Tomo sat next to him. “It’s no accident that 
Godzilla came back when he did. He’s looking for 
something.” 

“Really” Hiro asked. 

“He’s far from home. All he wants is to go back 
where it’s safe and calm. But he can’t. Somethings 
making him go on.” 

Hiro sat bolt straight. “Are you saying that some- 
one’s controlling Godzilla?” 

“No.” Tomo shook his head. “It’s more like some- 
thing is calling out to him. And he can’t ignore 
whatever—or whoever—it is.’ 

Hiro considered this. At first, he thought the boy 
was talking nonsense. A stranger in a strange land. 
But there was an earnestness in his eyes, a strength 
and conviction in his tone that was impossible to 
ignore. 

“How do you know—" Hiro began. 

“Incoming! Incoming!” the pilot started to shout 
frantically. 

Hiro looked out the window and gasped at the 
impossible sight that greeted him! 
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“Kamakiri!” Hiro cried. 
Tomo was startled. Kama- 
=. kiri was the Japanese word 
a: ~~ for praying mantis. Why 
ox ty fc would Dr. Kuroyama— 
a. * = Then Tomo looked out the 
airplane’s window. And saw it. 
eeide flying on a collision course with the mili- 
tary transport, was a giant praying mantis! 
In the main body of the transport, chaos broke out. 
A few of the soldiers started screaming a slightly dif- 
ferent version of the word Hiro had used. 
“Kamacuras!” they cried. 
Others laughed nervously. A handful were silent. 
“It’s beautiful,” Tomo said. 
Hiro nodded. “As a matter of fact, it is, isn’t it?” 
The giant insect’s wings soaked up the golden rays 
of the sun. Its long, sleek body gleamed. The creature 
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flew with a grace that marked it as one with nature, 
despite its size. 

“It’s gonna hit us!” one of the soldiers cried. 

“Brace for impact!” a gravelly voice called from 
the cockpit. “Everyone hold tight!” 

“Don’t be scared,” Hiro said as he buckled the 
lad in. The scientist held so tightly onto the strap 
securing him in place that his knuckles were white. 

Tomo tried to reach out with his power. He 
thought if he could tell the mantis that they meant it 
no harm, it wouldn’t attack. But he couldn’t become 
calm enough to do it. A jumble of images and emo- 
tions flooded his mind. 

Finally, he did feel afraid—because he knew that 
the mantis understood what the plane was. It knew 
about the cargo in its belly. 

Kamacuras wanted to hurt all of them! 

Then there was no more time for thought. The 
plane suffered a jarring impact. Tomo was thrown 
around in his seat. His head whipped to one side, 
and he saw the praying mantis’s green and yellow 
body streak next to them. 

Their airplane wing was damaged. One entire 
engine flared with a burst of terrible yellow flame. It 
fell away. Something jagged and sharp scraped 
along the plane’s hull. It pierced the interior of the 
ship. Then the praying mantis was gone, leaving 
terrible damage in its wake. 
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A roaring wind swept by Tomo, and he felt an 
invisible force attempting to yank him toward the 
rift in the side of the airplane. Warning lights came 
on. Sirens blared. 

Hiro grabbed the lad and anchored both of them 
in their seats. The plane lurched up and down and 
jerked side to side. Then it began to plummet. 

The metal plates of the floor were coming loose 
and vibrating. Cracks were appearing along the 
side of the hull, radiating outward from the hole. 

Tomo felt a familiar tingling in his head. “There’s 
another one!” he cried over the roar of the wind. 
“They're angry!” 

The earth was speeding up toward them. And 
skittering across its surface was a spider the size of 
an office building. It leaped into the air and took a 
swipe at the plane as it sailed past. 

Hiro didn’t know what to make of the lad’s 
words. His thoughts were focused on people he 
might never see again. Opportunities he’d missed. 

He chided himself. Such selfishness was unworthy. 
Hiro forced himself to smile at the lad. “We're going 
to make it,” he said calmly, not really believing it. 

“| know,” Tomo said simply. 

Hiro did wonder about that. Tomo’s voice held no 
uncertainty whatsoever. 

Then the plane was putting in for a rough land- 
ing on the floor of the desert. They bumped and 
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skidded. The landing gear collapsed, and the tear 
in the hull ripped wide open! A hailstorm of sparks 
flew everywhere. 

Suddenly, the worst was over. The wrecked air- 
craft lazily spun in a wide arc, then came to a stop. 

Hiro’s heart was racing. He looked down at 
Tomo, who smiled reassuringly. 

“Good man,” Hiro said, squeezing the lad’s 
shoulders. Tomo beamed up at him. 

Soon the soldiers were scanning the area for the 
pair of monsters. Neither could be spotted with 
binoculars. 

Hiro left Tomo for a few moments to confer with 
the captain and the chief military officer. 

“What's our status?” Hiro asked. 

“Communications and all other systems are out,” 
the captain said. “We'll have to hike it.” 

“By the way,” said Ben. “What did you call that 
thing back there? The praying mantis?” 

“| called it kamakiri. Japanese for praying 
mantis. But most of your men were hollering 
‘Kamacuras.’” 

“Well, if all the men are already calling it that,” 
said Ben, “let's avoid confusion. Kamacuras it is.” 

Hiro nodded. What was in a name? 

“What about the spider?” asked Ben. 

“Japanese for spider is kumo...but this one is so 


big...” 
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“Humongous,” agreed Ben. “How about calling 
it Kumongae” 

“Good enough for government work.” 

Tomo sat alone. Hiro went to him. 

“Are you all right?” Hiro asked. 

“A little dizzy. But that’s all.” 

Smiling, Hiro reached out and mussed Tomo’s 
hair. “You were very brave back there. A lot of 
people wouldn’t have been. I’m very proud of you.” 

Tomo felt a surge of happiness. Then he looked 
around at the wreckage. “I guess | won’t be going 
back to L.A. right away, after all.” 

“| guess not. Tell me something. When you were 
talking about how Kamacuras and Kumonga felt... 
How did you know?” 

Tomo looked away uncomfortably. 

“It’s all right. You can tell me.” 

“It’s very odd.” 

“We were just attacked by a giant praying man- 
tis and a giant spider. Odd’s okay.” 

“| can talk to the animals.” 

Hiro raised a single eyebrow. He took out 
the comic book he’d stuffed in his jacket and 
handed it to Tomo. “You mean you're psychic? Like 
in this?” 

Tomo looked through the book. “Sort of. But not 
with people. Just animals. Oh, and insects, birds— 
even plants, a little.” 
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Hiro took a moment to consider the young man’s 
words. “That's a valuable gift. You never told any- 
one before?” 

“My mom. She knew. If we had a moth in our 
apartment, she would have me tell it to leave. And 
my cat, C.B., also knows.” 

The soldiers approached. 

“We should get going,” Ben said. “The facility we 
were coming to visit is only about two miles from 
here. If we’re lucky, we can get there before our 
friends come back to see how we're doing.” 

“Kamacuras and Kumonga?” Tomo asked. 
“They're not coming back. There is something else 
they have to do.” 

“Pardon?” Ben asked. 

“Never mind,” Hiro said quickly. “Let's go.” 

Soon the crew and passengers of the downed 
transport were walking through the desert. The sun 
leaned down into them. Before they had traveled 
the first mile, they were roasting. Covered in sweat. 

No one complained. 

The land was smooth. Sometimes the wind kicked 
dirt up in their faces. If it hadn’t been for the ridge 
that lay off to one side of the facility, they might not 
have known which direction to go. Everything in the 
desert looked the same. 

They were into the second mile of their walk 
when they saw strange tracks in the dry earth. 
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“Was this the landing field?” Ben asked. 

A burly man came up alongside him. It was their 
pilot, Joe Duffy. “Negative on that. The strip’s about 
a mile off on the other side of the facility.” 

Hiro knelt beside one of the rough grooves that 
had been dug in the ground. There were dozens of 
markings like this. He looked out over the land. “I’m 
sure the people at Cryo Chem will be able to tell us 
what tore up the ground like this.” 

Tomo had a serious expression. He pointed at the 
ridge. “We should go up there.” 

“| wouldn’t advise it,” Ben said. He pulled out a 
pair of binoculars. “I can see the facility from here. 
We'll be better off heading there directly.” 

Hiro put his hand on Tomo’s back and said, 
“You've got one of your feelings about this?” 

Tomo nodded. 

“| want to check it out,” Hiro said. 

The group trudged up the ridge. It was a difficult 
climb. The heat made it worse. Finally, they stood 
on top of the ridge and looked over the valley. The 
meaning of the tracks instantly became clear. 

The imprints of a three-hundred-foot-long giant 
scorpion, a giant praying mantis, and a giant spi- 
der had been blasted into the earth. 

“This is where the accident must have taken 
place!” Hiro cried. “It created giant insects!” 
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Godzilla no longer felt the 
Rh 7 gee pain that had woken him 
%:. “Se. from the depths. An eerie 
%  * calm had overtaken him. 
The silver bugs sailed overhead 
pase ee but did not attack. The flat- 
ge eee YN land that stretched in all direc- 
tions reminded him of home. 

He still felt a kind of “presence” calling to him. But 
now that call was inviting. Enticing. It reminded him 
of the sounds of a cool, refreshing waterfall in the 
distance after a long, hot day at play with his friends. 

Something approached. He saw it scurrying for- 
ward. A bug of some kind. Only—it was enormous! 
From its head to the tip of its tail, it was practically the 
same size as Godzilla. Was he dreaming? 

The odd creature approached swiftly. Godzilla 
could see the blue sky reflected in the shiny surfaces 
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of its black body. Its scent was distinctive. The dirt it 
kicked up drifted his way. It was real! 

Godzilla jumped up and down with excitement. 
He slammed his tail on the ground and let out a 
howl of joy! 

The creature stopped suddenly. It was close now. 
Godzilla could see that it had once been a scor- 
pion. Now it was a giant monster—like him! 

The scorpion’s tail rose up, blue-white fire crack- 
ling along its surface. A greeting, Godzilla 
decided. In response, he allowed the atomic ener- 
gies of his own body to race along the diamond- 
shaped ridges lining his back. Then he jumped up 
and down again, waving his arms and roaring to 
the other giant monster. 

The scorpion’s claws clicked together. 

Godzilla hadn’t been this happy in a very long 
time. He danced around, his massive feet slamming 
into the earth and making it shudder. This scorpion 
was the one who had called to him and woke him 
from his slumber. He must have been in pain in the 
beginning, just as Godzilla had been when the 
bright white flash had transformed him! 

Godzilla rushed forward with open arms. The 
scorpion took a few steps back, then curled its tail 
over its head. A burst of lightning rippled through 
the space separating the monsters. It slammed into 
Godzilla’s chest, knocking him from his feet. 
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Suddenly, the world turned on its side. Godzilla 
slammed into the earth, a loud ringing in his ears. 

What had happened? 

The scorpion appeared above him. Its snapping 
pincers raced for Godzilla’s face. Godzilla blew out 
a burst of atomic fire. The scorpion was sent back, 
sailing end over end. 

A high, shrill, vibrating sound came from the 
scorpion as it righted itself and rushed forward 
again. Godzilla was on his feet, but he didn’t want 
to fight! He wanted to play! 

The giant scorpion came in low, its claws sweep- 
ing Godzilla’s feet out from under him. Godzilla 
went down again, this time becoming angry. When 
the scorpion’s claws reached again for his face, 
Godzilla thrust his arms forward. The claws locked 
on his wrists. Godzilla flung the scorpion over his 
head, battering its body on the ground behind him. 
Then he brought the scorpion forward and over his 
head again, beating its hard shell upon the ground 
until the scorpion released his wrists. 

Godzilla leaped onto the scorpion, punching at 
its hard shell. Soon the scorpion’s claws were able 
to move only a little. It was dazed, the fight beaten 
out of it. 

Godzilla turned—and saw two more giant mon- 
sters flying his way! 

He quickly rose to his feet. He’d believed that the 
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day he found others like himself would be the hap- 
piest day of his life. He’d been foolish. 

Sailing toward Godzilla was a giant praying 
mantis carrying a giant spider. Godzilla opened his 
mouth and let out a cry of warning. The spider fell 
from the grip of the praying mantis and landed 
gracefully on its eight twitching legs. The praying 
mantis flew right into Godzilla. 

Enraged, Godzilla expelled his atomic breath. It 
washed over the praying mantis as the giant mon- 
ster rammed Godzilla with its hard head. They 
were both sent toppling backward. Godzilla dug 
his feet into the earth and stood firmly as he tossed 
the praying mantis away. 

The mantis’s wings were on fire, but they carried 
the giant insect upward anyway. Then the mantis 
turned and sailed for a soft patch of earth, where it 
landed and rolled around, putting out the fire. It 
rose, a handful of black, charred, smoking patches 
on its wings. It was still ready to fight. 

Godzilla heard a scampering. He turned to see 
the giant spider attacking him. Sticky white strands 
tired from its body. They quickly covered Godzilla’s 
head and arms. His atomic flames seared a few of 
them, and he was able to free one arm. 

It wasn’t enough. 

The spider leaped into the air, its eight legs 
aimed for Godzilla like a handful of swords. 


47 


SCOTT CIENCIN 


Godzilla saw the attack coming—just in time. 

He turned to one side, offering a slimmer target 
to his enemy. Most of the sharp legs breezed past 
Godzilla. Two stuck him. Deep. He struck at the spi- 
der’s head with one claw. The spider’s other legs 
were stabbing at him now. 

Just then, the praying mantis attacked again. It 
flew into him with enough speed to tear Godzilla 
loose from the spider’s grasp. Together, they went 
sailing backward into the earth. Godzilla slammed 
into the ground so hard that a deep furrow was dug 
all around him. He sped and skidded deeper and 
deeper into the earth, the mantis’s face near his, its 
wings beating and driving them on! 

They came to a sudden, thudding halt. 

Godzilla couldn't think. His head ached. Every 
part of his body ached. They were in some kind of 
tunnel made by the force of their impact. 

He heard a scampering. From the corner of his 
eye he saw the spider approach. The mantis head- 
butted Godzilla several times. Godzilla sank back, 
growling deep in his throat. He was unable to fight 
back. Then he heard a hissing and felt the sticky 
white strands of the spider’s web covering him once 
again. The milky white gossamer substance was 
cold. It dried and hardened quickly. The mantis was 
scraping at the earth, causing huge chunks of dirt 
to fall down and bury Godzilla! 
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Suddenly, Godzilla heard a sharp vibrating 
sound and saw a lightning bolt rip into the spider. 
The spider wailed, its legs twitching in spasms! 

A pair of claws closed on the mantis’s wings and 
plucked the giant monster away from Godzilla. 

The scorpion had come back—to save him! 

Godzilla felt his strength returning. He stretched 
his arms to rip apart the webbing, then blasted 
away at the webs with his atomic fire! He vaulted to 
his feet and punched the stunned spider hard 
enough to send the monster spinning up and out of 
the ditch like a top! 

Godzilla saw the mantis descend on the scor- 
pion. Godzilla threw a huge rock at the mantis. It 
smashed against the monster’s head, driving it 
back. It leaped into the air, grabbing the spider as 
it flew away. 

Godzilla opened his mouth and blasted at the 
departing duo with his fiery breath. The scorpion 
lifted its tail and fired lightning bolts at them. 

The mantis was too quick. It flew away high and 
fast. Soon it was only a vague shape in the sky. 

Godzilla and the scorpion climbed out of the pit. 
He turned to the scorpion. It lowered its head and 
hopped a couple of times, just as Godzilla had 
when he first saw the creature. 

Godzilla laughed inwardly. Maybe they could be 
friends after all! 
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Tomo stopped before the 
wide-open gates of the 
“=. chemical facility. There were 
“* no guards. 

“We're coming,” Hiro called 
from several hundred feet 
back. He sounded tired. 

oud had been so excited that he ran half the dis- 
tance from the ridge to the gates. Then he waited for 
everyone else to catch up. 

Past the gates lay a single-story flat white building 
that stretched a good distance in every direction. 
There were satellite dishes to one side of it. Dozens of 
cars, Jeeps, vans, and trucks sat in the parking lot. 

“Sure doesn’t look like much,” Ben said. 

“| wonder why the gates are open,” Hiro said. 
“And where's the guard?” 

“Can we go in?” Tomo asked, bouncing in place. 
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“That's why we're here,” said Hiro. 

The group went to the front door of the facility. 
The doors were locked, but Hiro knew the security 
code. He punched it into a keypad next to the door. 
The glass door opened, and everyone went inside. 

“Air conditioning!” Ben howled as he looked 
around the empty lobby. “That feels great.” 

Tomo nodded as he wiped the sweat from his 
brow. 

Hiro shook his head. “Why isn’t anyone here?” 

“Gentlemen, check it out,” Ben said to the sol- 
diers he’d brought. The pilot, Duffy, stayed with the 
others. 

Hiro sat down at the receptionist’s desk and 
started scanning computer screens. 

Fifteen minutes later, the soldiers returned. 

“Deserted, but operational,” a soldier said. 

“Any signs of a struggle?” Ben asked. 

“No, sir.” 

Ben shook his head. “This just doesn’t track.” 

“| suggest we take advantage of the phone and 
other facilities this building has to offer,” Hiro said. 
“We'll just have to be cautious.” 

“I’m starved!” Tomo offered. 

Another soldier, a thin guy with close-cropped 
red hair and freckles, said, “| saw soda and snack 
machines. And some people left their lunches in the 
fridge!” 


hed 
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Ben frowned at the soldier. 

“Well, they did.” 

Hiro gestured at a map of the facility. “We 
should start here, at the communications center.” 

“Good idea. I’d like to see what Godzilla’s been 
up to,” Ben said. 

A few minutes later, Hiro, Tomo, and Ben were in 
the communications center. Hiro used the satellite to 
pull up the current footage of Godzilla. He was 
fighting another monster. 

“The giant scorpion!” Tomo said. 

“Sasori,” Hiro said, naming the monster. He 
turned to a keyboard. “I’m going to send a mes- 
sage to headquarters. Tomo, why don’t you get 
something to eat?” 

“Have one of the guys go with you,” Ben urged. 

Tomo wanted to see more of the footage, but 
he was also very hungry. He left the room and 
asked the freckled guy in the hall to take him to the 
snack machines. After they had some candy bars, 
crackers, and sodas, the duo headed back. 

On the way, Tomo stopped before a closed door. 

“What is it?” the soldier asked, his hand reach- 
ing for his weapon. 

“| think someone’s in there.” 

Freckles opened the door slowly. The lights were 
on in the room. The soldier did a quick scan and 
said, “| don’t see anyone.” 
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Tomo went past him and started looking around. 

“| wonder what they were really doing here,” 
Freckles said absently. “Il mean, it’s called Cryo 
Chem, which means, like, freezing stuff. But, con- 
sidering how cut off they were from everything else, 
being out here in the desert and all—” 

“Look at this,” Tomo said. He stood beside a dis- 
play of miniature paper clips, pens, and cups next 
to gigantic versions of them. Tomo pointed. “And 
over there!” 

In another part of the large room was a normal- 
sized car right next to one the size of Tomo’s shoe. 

Freckles bent down and examined it. “This ain’t 
no model. Not with this kind of detail.” 

“They were experimenting with shrinking things 
and making them bigger,” Tomo said excitedly. 
“That must be how they made the giant monsters!” 

“| figured the Cryo stuff was just a cover!” 

Tomo nodded toward the door. “We should tell 
Hiro.” They were at the door when Tomo froze. 

The hallway was empty. 

“Where is everybody?” Freckles asked. He 
removed his weapon from its holster. 

They made it back to the communications center. 
Hiro and Ben were still there. 

“Bring us back anything?” Ben asked. 

“Sir, something's wrong,” Freckles said. “All the 
guys in the hall—they’re gone!” 
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Hiro spun around in his seat. “What?” 

Before anyone could answer, three ants the size 
of men sprang up out of nowhere! Freckles was so 
surprised and frightened that he didn’t even man- 
age to fire a single shot. One of the ants leaped at 
him. The ant pounded him back against the wall, 
and he slumped down. 

The other two turned to Hiro, Ben, and Tomo. 
Hiro grabbed Tomo and propelled him toward the 
door. Ben had his weapon out. He fired at the ants. 

“Run!” Ben cried. 

Hiro hauled the door open, half expecting to see 
another one of the ants in the hallway. Nothing. 

He dragged Tomo with him. Ben was at their side 
in seconds. The ants squeezed themselves through 
the door and followed. Hiro looked back and saw 
half a dozen more ants spring up from nowhere. 

Now Hiro knew what had happened to the facil- 
ity’s staff and the other soldiers. The ants had 
attacked them. 

“There's a fortified room at the end of the hall!” 
Hiro said. “| saw it in the plans!” 

The ants were fast. But Hiro and his companions 
were faster. They reached the room, burst through 
its doorway, and slammed the heavy metal door 
shut behind them. 

They looked around. There was a chamber at the 
center of the room with glass walls several inches 
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thick. Work stations with computers surrounded it. 
Environmental suits, looking a lot like what astro- 
nauts might wear, hung on the wall. 

Suddenly, the door behind them burst open and 
the ants came flooding into the room. Ben opened 
fire on them. The ants screamed, but kept coming. 
Hiro saw that there were no other doors—except 
the one leading to the glass chamber. He quickly 
keyed a security code into the pad beside the 
chamber. The door hissed open. 

“Come on!” Hiro called. 

Tomo made it inside first. Hiro followed close 
behind. There was a pedestal in the center of the 
chamber with a keypad. Hiro keyed in a code and 
the door slowly hissed shut. 

“Ben, come on!” Hiro cried. 

Ben was almost through the door when one of 
the ants grabbed him. He was pulled back out as 
the door sealed shut. 

“No!” Tomo cried. “Ben!” 

They couldn’t see him anymore. The glass was 
suddenly covered with ants from every direction. 
They swarmed across the windows, banging, tap- 
ping, scraping, trying to find a way in. 

“Hello2” a voice whispered. 

Hiro and Tomo turned in surprise. They weren't 
alone! 
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Tomo stared at the woman, 
t who had been crouched 
"8%. down in one corner of the 
chamber. She wore a long 


3 * black hair and glasses. 
me SYS “My name is Claire Detweiller,” 

the woman said. “I’m sorry about your friend.” 

Hiro looked out the windows. Through the covering 
of giant ants, he could see Ben being dragged away. 

Claire noticed a candy bar sticking out of Tomo’s 
pocket. “Um—l’ve been in here all day, | haven’t had 
anything since breakfast—” 

“Oh,” Tomo said as he handed her the candy bar. 
She tore at the wrapping and ate the candy quickly. 

Hiro looked out the windows again. The thudding 
and pounding at the glass was maddening. 
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“Don’t worry,” Claire said. “We've got plenty of 
air. And the ants can’t get in through the vents.” 

“Of course not,” Hiro said. “They're six feet 
long!” 

Suddenly, the pounding at the windows stopped. 
Tomo turned and saw that the ants were gone! He 
went to the glass walls and looked out. 

“| don’t see them anywhere!” Tomo said. Then he 
felt the tingling in his head and frowned. “But 
they're still here. | can feel them.” 

Hiro turned to Claire. “Is he right?” 

She nodded. “They can make themselves bigger 
or smaller at will.” 

“So they’re trying to trick us,” Hiro said. 

“How did this happen2” Tomo asked. 

Claire shook her head. “I was part of the 
research group. We got excited and we started 
pushing forward without taking the proper precau- 
tions. And now we have an ant problem.” 

“What happened to the rest of you?” 

She shook her head. “The ants seem to be happy 
with trapping me in here like this. That glass is 
strong, but eventually they could get through.” 

“On the map of this place, | saw other rooms 
with containment pods like this.” 

“That would be the first place I’d look for every- 
body else.” 

“But why are they doing this?” Hiro asked. 
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Tomo looked outside again. “Ants like to store 
their food.” 

“Food?” Hiro asked. “Why do you say that?” 

“Just a feeling,” Tomo said. 

“Like those feelings you told me about before?” 

Tomo nodded. 

‘The funny thing is,” Claire began, “they proba- 
bly don’t even have to eat anymore. They're bio- 
mechanical now. Part machine. We put these little 
machines in them to make them get bigger or 
smaller—" 

“Nanotechnology,” Tomo said. 

Claire stopped and stared at him. 

“I've seen it in comic books,” he explained. 

“But they don’t know that they don’t need to eat,” 
Hiro said. “They think they're just not hungry now, 
but they will be later. So they're storing us. The 
problem is, we don’t have any food or water.” 

Hiro looked at the suits hanging on the wall and 
the tanks sitting beside them. “What are those for?” 

“Emergency procedures,” Claire said. “We also 
work with freezing. The nanites are designed to 
stop working at a certain temperature. We have 
these cryo-blasters that can freeze anything. 
They're behind the tanks. Those suits are designed 
to shield people from the effects of the cryo- 
blasters.” 

“So if we could freeze the ants...” 
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“You can’t go out there!” Tomo said. “The ants 
could be right outside the door!” 

“Are they?” Hiro asked. 

He frowned. “I don’t—hear them right now. They 
might be sleeping.” 

Claire’s brow furrowed. “Did he just say—” 

“It’s a long story.” Hiro went to the keypad. 
“Claire, | want you to seal this the second I’m out- 
side. All right?” 

“Hiro, no!” Tomo cried. “It’s too dangerous!” 

“We don’t have any choice. I’ve got to at least try 
to send a message so the next team that comes here 
knows what to expect.” 

Hiro hit the keys and the door opened. He left the 
chamber quickly and quietly. Claire closed the door 
behind him. 

They watched as Hiro edged toward the suits and 
the blasters. He was careful to study the floor before 
taking each step. Hiro raised his foot... 

...And Tomo felt a tingling. One of the ants was 
underneath Hiro’s foot. If he stepped on the ant, it 
would instantly grow big again. 

The young man ran to the window and was 
about to slam on the glass. Claire stopped him. 

“The vibrations!” she warned. 

It was all right, though. Hiro was looking their 
way. Tomo pointed down, and the scientist moved 
his foot. He didn’t even graze the ant. 
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Tomo and Claire watched as Hiro slipped on one 
of the suits, then grabbed a cryo-blaster. He exam- 
ined it and was trying to figure out how it worked 
when two of the ants grew to full size behind him. 

Tomo started screaming. He banged on the glass. 
But Hiro couldn’t hear anything from outside. One 
of the ants had risen up and was about to put its 
legs on his shoulders when the scientist saw the 
creature’s shadow on the floor. He spun and fired 
the cryo-blaster. 

The ant wailed as a stream of white vapor shot 
out of the blaster and covered it. A brittle white cov- 
ering appeared on its reddish skin as it froze 
instantly—then shrank. 

The second ant was on Hiro before he could fire 
another shot. It pounded into him and drove him 
from his feet. As he fell, a haf-dozen more ants 
appeared. They swarmed over him. 

“Hiro!” Tomo cried. 

Then—one by one—the ants froze and shrank to 
near nothingness. 

“The blaster is reversing the molecular change!” 
Clair cried. 

In a few seconds, Hiro was apparently alone in 
the outer chamber. Claire keyed in the escape 
code. Hiro kept watch as she and Tomo got into 
suits and took out two more cryo-blasters. Then 
they went in search of the others. 
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An hour later, the missing personnel from the 
plant and the soldiers had been freed. Soldiers 
remained in constant readiness in case more of the 
ants appeared. 

Tomo, Claire, and Hiro relaxed in the break 
room. 

“No one’s ever considered attempting to freeze 
Godzilla before,” Hiro said. “If we were to.combine 
the shrinking technology with the cryo-blasters, 
maybe we could end Godzilla’s threat.” 

“It’s not stable,” Claire warned. “Look at what 
our experiments have caused so far.” 

“You can’t just destroy Godzilla,” Tomo said. 
“Once he finds what he’s looking for—” 

Hiro cut him off. “We don’t know what he'll do. 
And we're running out of options.” 

Something else occurred to Tomo. He opened his 
mouth to speak, but Hiro raised his hand. 

“Not another word,” Hiro said firmly. 

Tomo froze. He’d been raised to always follow 
the commands of his elders. And yet... 

“Tomoyuki, you’ve been very brave,” Hiro said. 
“But it’s time for you to go home. There are a cou- 
ple of Jeeps on their way over here. I’m sending 
you out on the first one.” 

Tomo slowly bowed. There was a look of sadness 
and grim determination in his eyes. 

He wasn’t giving up this easily. 
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Death Valley National Park, 
California 


“* Godzilla couldn't remem- 
ber the last time he’d had so 
much fun! He and the scor- 
* pion had scaled a mountain and 
abies cu into a fabulous valley. They chased 
each other over rocky crags and took turns seeing 
how far and high they could leap in a single bound. 
After rolling around in the sand dunes, they found a 
crater so wide that they couldn’t see all of it at a sin- 
gle glance. It was deep, too. 

Godzilla was leaning over the mouth of the crater, 
hoping to get a better look inside, when the scorpion 
stung him. The dinosaur monster chased after his 
friend, wondering if the scorpion had turned nasty 
again. Then he heard the ledge that had been sup- 
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porting him give way. He turned to see an entire 
shelf of earth collapse into the crater. 

The scorpion had saved him from a bad fall! 

Godzilla and the scorpion played a little longer, 
then decided to rest. They were enjoying the broil- 
ing heat when one of those annoying silver bugs 
approached. Godzilla looked to his friend, curious 
to see if the scorpion wanted to handle this one. 

The scorpion looked as if it was sleeping. 

Godzilla didn’t feel like getting up. He was 
enjoying the heat on his belly. Instead, he snagged 
a nearby cactus, tore it from the ground, and 
hurled it at the bug. 

The bug veered off course, narrowly avoiding the 
cactus. Godzilla was disappointed. He thought he 
would at least clip a wing. Maybe he’d try one of 
the boulders on the next one. 

Godzilla looked at another cactus and got an 
idea. He rose as quietly as he could and collected a 
half-dozen cacti. Each was almost half the height of 
his friend. He planted them in a circle around the 
scorpion, then sat down and waited. 

When it became clear that the scorpion wasn’t 
going to wake up or roll over on its own, Godzilla 
let out a terrifying battle cry. The scorpion woke at 
once, rushing ahead without even looking at what 
was in its way. 

One, two, three cacti fell in his way. Several stuck 
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him. The scorpion danced over them, his claws 
clicking, his tail beating down on the ground in 
angry surprise. 

Godzilla laughed and laughed! 

The scorpion freed itself from the last of the cacti 
and leaped at Godzilla. They wrestled playfully. 

Suddenly, the ground beside them exploded! 
Godzilla and his friend looked up to see an entire 
swarm of the silver bugs coming in low, delivering 
round after round of their exploding stingers! 

The ground around them erupted and both 
giant monsters were sent tumbling. The swarm 
approached again. The scorpion arced its lightning 
up into the sky, but couldn’t reach the bugs. 
Godzilla found a boulder and tossed it at one while 
he released his atomic fire at another. 

The boulder missed, and his atomic fire seared 
but didn’t slow down the other bug. The stingers 
came again. This time, Godzilla and the scorpion 
took direct hits. Godzilla howled in pain as the 
stinger dug itself into his side and blew up. He was 
sent flying and landed in an undignified heap. The 
scorpion came running in his direction with a hand- 
ful of cracks in its hard body. 

Godzilla looked up at the sky. These silver crea- 
tures were harder-shelled, meaner, and tougher 
than the bugs that had been sent against him 
before. And they were smart enough to keep their 
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distance while hurling their stingers. 

What could he and his scorpion friend do? 

The earth began to shake. The rumbling came 
from someplace deep beneath Godzilla’s feet. 

Something exploded upward from below. 
Godzilla and the scorpion were again knocked 
from their feet. They turned to look at this new 
enemy. It was another silver creature, but this one 
had a swirling, pointed face. It burrowed out of the 
ground with a thunderous cry and came rushing 
right at them! 


In Nevada, Hiro sat before the satellite monitors. 
The half-dozen screens showed different angles of 
the battle between Godzilla and the military. 

Hiro was serving as an expert adviser to the mili- 
tary. An open radio line linked him to the comman- 
der of the forces now on the attack. 

“Good,” Hiro said into his microphone, his eyes 
on the screens. “Godzilla and Sasori seem to be 
afraid of the Grinder. With any luck, they'll run 
from it.” 

The Grinder was a large armored weapon that 
moved like a tank but had a huge drilling device 
attached to the front. Hiro watched as it rumbled 
toward the giant monsters. 

“They won’t run,” said the commander's voice 
trom headquarters. 


67 


SCOTT CIENCIN 
Sure enough, Godzilla did his best to bake the 


Grinder with his atomic breath. The vehicle’s armor 
protected it, but the force of the blast made it stall 
for a moment. 3 

Next, Sasori attacked the Grinder. With its huge 
claws, the giant scorpion tried to puncture the tank 
like a soup can. But it didn’t work. The armor 
remained strong. 

“Tell whoever’s in that thing to sit tight,” Hiro 
said. “His two pals are going to have other things 
to worry about in a minute.” 

Godzilla descended on the Grinder, digging his 
claws into its sides. 

“Good,” said Hiro. “Hit them with the juice.” 

Suddenly, the Grinder was covered with a blue- 
white sheath of energy. Godzilla and Sasori shud- 
dered and tried to get away as the energies rose up 
and wrapped around them, but they were held fast. 

“Cut the energy field,” Hiro said. 

The blue-white light faded. Godzilla fell back, his 
body steaming. The scorpion skittered away. 

“Okay, let's commence with another strafing run. 
You know what direction we need to send these bad 
boys in.” 

The fighters swooped down in tight formation. 
The missiles they launched drove Godzilla and 
Sasori back in the direction of the five-mile-wide 
crater Godzilla had nearly fallen into earlier. The 
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Grinder steadily chased them as well. 

Ben took a seat next to Hiro and asked, “Why 
doesn’t someone just nuke these suckers?” 

“On U.S. soil?” asked Hiro. “You try to get the 
clearances.” 

“| see your point,” said Ben. “Too dangerous to 
the population.” 

Hiro looked back at his screens. So far, his plan 
was working. All they had to do was get Godzilla 
and Sasori into the crater. It was a seven-hundred- 
and-fifty-foot drop. Godzilla at least would have a 
hard time climbing out of there. And he had been 
assessed as the primary threat. 

Suddenly, Godzilla turned on the Grinder. He 
leaped onto it, unmindful of its sting, and knocked it 
onto its side. 

“Oh, man!” Ben cried. 

Hiro shook his head. “Not-good.” 

The scorpion whipped at the Grinder with its tail, 
mashing in one side of the vehicle. 

“Air support. Now!” Hiro cried. 

The fighters came rushing in. Godzilla looked at 
Sasori. The scorpion clicked its claws. Both beat 
their tails on the ground. 

Hiro felt a sudden chill. He grabbed the micro- 
phone. “It’s a trick. Evacuate the area. Get out of 
there, now!” 

Godzilla snatched Sasori up by his tail. He 


69 


SCOTT CIENCIN 


whipped it around over his head several times and 
sent it flying into the air! 

The scorpion sailed into the midst of the fighters, 
its lightning bolts stretching in all directions. Eight of 
the ten fighters were hit! 

As Sasori came to a rough landing in the dunes, 
the fighters wobbled across the sky and began their 
descent. Pilots ejected, their bright parachutes rip- 
pling in the afternoon sun. 

The attack had ended in a dismal failure. 

“Use the two fighters that weren’t damaged to 
patrol the area where the pilots land,” Hiro said. 

“Look, they’re leaving!” Ben said, pointing at 
another monitor. 

Hiro nodded in relief. The pilots had gone down 
in the north. Godzilla and Sasori were heading 
southeast. Neither monster looked playful anymore. 

“They're leaving Death Valley,” Hiro said. 

In the room, everyone started cheering. 

“No, you don’t understand,” Hiro said. “We 
were hoping to contain them in Death Valley until 
the cold bombs could be readied. Instead, all we 
did was make them angry. Now they'll be looking 
for someplace to smash up.” 

He pulled down a map and snatched up a 
marker. “If they stay on their present course, this is 
where they'll end up.” Hiro circled a large city. 

“Oh, my,” Ben said. “Viva Las Vegas!” 
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Tomo sat in the front of the 

military transport, bored out 
_ of his mind. Eddie and Joe, 
** his “escorts,” were nice 

guys, but they couldn’t 
agree on anything. 
“It’s gonna be Godzilla all the 
way, "Jos said, These other monsters don’t stand a 
chance...” 

“No way! He’s outnumbered, for one. And for 
another, it’s not Godzilla against the other monsters, 
it’s us against all of them!” 

Tomo sighed as the soldiers’ voices steadily rose. 
He looked behind him, through the canvas flap, and 
saw a place to lie down in the back. As the soldiers 
argued, he curled up in the middle of a bunch of 
sleeping bags. 

So that’s it, Tomo thought. I’m supposed to do what 
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I’m told and go back home. But there was some- 
thing nagging at him. That feeling he had before he 
left the Cryo Lab. There was something back there 
everyone else missed. He’d felt it. 

Tomo’s jaw dropped and he sat bolt upright. 
Now he understood! 

Unfortunately, Eddie and Joe had their orders. 
They weren't going to turn around based on one of 
his ideas. So what was he going to do? He had to 
get back to the plant and talk with Hiro! 

Tomo recalled what his teacher in Japan once 
told him. When you’re in a tight spot, use what- 
ever’s on hand to get yourself out of it. 

But the only thing here was the sleeping bags! 
How could he use them? 

Tomo thought about it for a moment, and a plan 
formed in his mind. Keeping a close watch on the 
driver and his friend, Tomo took one of the sleeping 
bags and stuffed it with other folded-up sleeping 
bags. He worked with it until it looked like someone 
was actually inside, then zipped it up and put his 
cap on top of it. 

Then he slipped into one of the sleeping bags 
and pulled another one up around himself, then a 
few more after that. It was like being surrounded by 
a half-dozen really thick blankets. Then he went to 
the rear gate of the transport, awkwardly climbed 
to the top of it, and zipped himself in all the way. 
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He let himself fall out of the truck. 

The impact was jarring. The truck had been 
going at least thirty-five miles an hour. Tomo rolled 
several times, then got to work on unzipping him- 
self. By the time he got his head free, the transport 
was long gone. He checked himself over. Bruised 
and battered, but nothing broken. 

Freeing himself of the sleeping bags and hiding 
them off to the side of the road, Tomo crossed to the 
other side and put his thumb out. 

For a while, no cars appeared in his direction, 
though hundreds passed going the other way. 
Finally, a couple of cars came by, but none stopped. 

The afternoon wore on, and Tomo had already 
walked several miles back in the direction of 
the plant when he heard a honking. Turning, he 
saw a bright pink Cadillac convertible cruising his 
way. 

The car was packed with teens. A guy stood up 
in back. He wore a skintight leather jumpsuit. His 
black hair was slicked back and his sideburns 
looked like something out of a werewolf movie. His 
sunglasses and outfit were riddled with sequins. 

“| do declare!” the teenager wailed in a deep 
Southern drawl. “Son, are you lookin’ for a ride?” 

Tomo did everything he could not to gape. Most 
of the other teens in the car wore baggy jeans, torn 
tees, and wild haircuts. Several had pierced ears 
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and noses—except one girl who wore a poodle 
skirt and a pink sweater. 

“Uhm—” Tomo began. 

“\said, sonnnnnnnn!” the guy cried. “Are you 
ready to take the ride of your life? Yo, Rambo, I’m 
a-talkin’ to you!” 

Tomo looked down at his military fatigues. 
“Yeah, | need a ride!” 

“Well, get in! We're headin’ to Las Vegas 

Tomo climbed into the pink Cadillac. He 
squeezed into the backseat and the car bulleted off. 

The guy in the funny costume held out his hand 
and said, “My real name’s Rick, but I’ve decided to 
give it up and become known as Teen Elvis!” Then 
he launched into a rendition of “Heartbreak Hotel.” 
“Since my babyyyyy left me!” 

Tomo grinned. He knew this song. It had been one 
of his dad’s favorites at the karaoke club in Japan. 

Tomo started singing along with Teen Elvis. “/ 
found a new place to dwell!” 

They sang the rest of the song together and even 
managed a rap version encore, though Tomo stum- 
bled through most of that. No one minded. 

“’m Donna,” the poodle girl said. “Cool 
threads.” 

“Pardon?” Tomo asked. 

“Don’t mind her,” one of the other teens said. 
“She’s stuck in the fifties, along with Elvis.” 


|” 
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Tomo realized she meant his clothes. He nodded. 
“I stole them from a military base.” 

The teens were enthralled. They wanted to know 
the whole story. Tomo told them—from Godzilla 
and Sasori to the giant ants at the Cryo Lab. 

“So what's your name?” Donna asked. 

“Tomoyuki. But you can call me Tomo.” 

“Great story,” Donna said. 

“It’s true. If you take me there, I'll show you 
where the blast happened. Ground zero.” 

“Let's do it!” Rick said. He dropped into his Elvis 
drawl. “We can see whut's shakin’, bacon!” 

Twenty minutes later, they reached the site. Tomo 
took them up to the ridge, where they had a perfect 
view of the imprints left by the giant insects. 

“Funny,” Donna said. 

“What's that?” Tomo asked. 

“Well, you said that those ants were made in the 
blast, too. But there aren’t any impressions of them. 
Where'd they come from?” 

Tomo nodded. This had been bothering him, too. 

Suddenly, he felt an all-too-familiar tingling in his 
mind. The same odd sensations he’d experienced 
whenever one of the monsters was near. 

Yet, this feeling was different. “| think there are 
more monster insects,” Tomo said. 

“Let's find ‘em!” Rick said. “Maybe we can make 
‘em roadies, or our mascot, or somethin’ !” 
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The small group hunted in the hills for almost an 
hour before Tomo found what he was looking for. 

“Over here!” Tomo cried. He pointed to a gap 
between two large stones. The stones seemed to 
have been pushed to cover an opening. He could 
feel tingling again and hear sounds down below. 

“Can't see anything,” Donna said. “Anybody got 
a flashlight or something?” 

Rick came forward. “I got this. A lighter my dad 
swears came from the King himself!” 

It was covered in sequins. Donna took the lighter 
and handed it to Tomo. He and the rest of the group 
crawled through the opening. Tomo held the lighter 
in front of him. After a couple of tries, he managed 
to flick it on. 

Tomo and the others gasped as a kind of nest 
was revealed. Broken eggshells and torn-open 
cocoons were everywhere—along with dozens of 
strange creatures! 

Most of the monsters were small, no more than 
six to ten feet high. Tomo could see they’d been 
snakes, bugs, and other desert creatures. 

“They're babies,” Donna said. 

“Look,” Tomo said, pointing. “There are more 
that haven't been born yet. We have to tell Hiro!” 

Tomo and the teens hurried away, got back into 
their car, and drove to the Cryo Lab. The sun was 
starting to set by the time they got there. 
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The place looked deserted. Most of the parking 
lot had been cleared out. Tomo stepped inside the 
lab and immediately ran into one of the soldiers. 

Freckles. 

“Hey, big guy,” Freckles said. “What are you 
doing back here?” 

The soldier looked at Tomo’s companions. He 
nodded when he saw Rick. “Good outtit. | guess 
you're Young Elvis?” 

“Teen Elvis.” 

“Yeah, I'd pay money to see that.” 

“Where's Hiro?” Tomo asked. 

“Off to Vegas. Haven’t you heard? That 
grasshopper thing and the monster-sized spider are 
already there, bringing down the house. Godzilla 
and Sasori are on their way.” 

“Thanks,” Tomo said. He turned to his new pals. 
“You guys wanted to go to Vegas. Still up for it?” 

Rick thrust his chin into the air. “It'll be Teen Elvis 
versus the Monsters from Beyond! I’m in.” 

The others nodded. “We’re his posse. Where the 
man goes, we go!” 

Tomo smiled and ran back to the car with his new 
friends. 
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Las Vegas, Nevada 


e:, “Se. The night was alive with 
ae sparkling lights. Casinos 


% 


the sky. A military helicopter 
. swooped down upon the city. 
vie Iscked out from the helicopter’s window. 

The streets were jammed with people fleeing “the 
Strip,” the main drag of Las Vegas. Hiro watched as 
people trampled one another and climbed over 
stalled or trapped vehicles. Amid the blur of the 
bright, garish colors and blinding flashes of spot- 
lights, Hiro saw Kamacuras and Kumonga. 

Kumonga, the giant spider, was spinning a web 
between two large buildings at one end of the Strip. 
At the other end Kamacuras, the giant praying 
mantis, was smashing a grand casino. Thousands of 
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people were trapped in between them! 

“Set us down on top of those warehouses,” Hiro 
said. He pointed toward a cluster of three-story- 
high buildings not far from the scene of the mon- 
sters’ rampage. A neon guitar the size of a luxury 
yacht was attached to the building. 

The pilot brought the chopper down. 

“Radio the others,” Hiro said as he unhooked his 
safety belt. “Tell them | want to set up a command 
center here.” 

“Are you sure it’s safe?” the pilot asked. “We’re 
pretty close to those things.” 

Hiro shook his head. “| can’t be sure of anything. 
But satellite video shows that Kamacuras and 
Kumonga centered most of their efforts here.” 

Suddenly, the casino that was under attack by 
Kamacuras collapsed. It fell toward the monster, 
who darted out of the way. The structure smashed 
against the building across from it, then hit the 
ground, pulverizing several cars. When the dust 
cleared, twenty feet of rubble covered what had 
been the entrance to the Strip. 

“What do you think they're doing?” the pilot 
asked. 

“They've created a logjam. But why?” 

“To keep us out, | guess.” 

Hiro looked at the trapped people. “Or to keep 


them in.” 
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The pilot's radio squawked. “Yo, doc—we’ve got 
incoming!” 

Hiro climbed out of the helicopter and saw two 
giant forms as big as buildings heading their way. 
A familiar roar sounded. 

Godzilla’s roar. 

“All evacuation routes have been laid out to the 
south, like | suggested, right?” Hiro asked. 

“Mostly,” the pilot said. “But some are heading 
right af those things. You know how it is—people 
panic and they don’t listen.” 

“Then Heaven help them,” Hiro said. “Heaven 
help them all...” 


Godzilla and Sasori attacked the shining silver 
boxes. They were determined to send a message to 
the silver bugs: Try and hurt us with your stingers, 
and this is what we'll do. 

They barely noticed the swarming ants that tried 
to run from them. Instead, the monsters forged on. 
Buildings were leveled. Godzilla kicked his feet and 
swung his tail. The fragile crystal walls of the silver 
boxes shattered. Godzilla let loose his fiery atomic 
breath on the buildings in his way. Steel and glass 
melted like candle wax. Sasori sent lightning into 
the boxes and made the glaring lights shining 
inside them flare and go out. Then it used its tail to 
smash them! 
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All of a sudden, Godzilla stopped. He could 
sense something dead ahead. 

The spider and the praying mantis. The two who 
had attacked before. They were close! 

Sasori skittered forward, anxious for a fight. 
Godzilla realized that his friend sensed them, too. 

Godzilla lumbered on, savoring the idea of a 
rematch. 


A pink Cadillac barreled into Las Vegas from the 
north. Tomo and his new friends could see fires in 
the distance as the huge silhouettes of Godzilla and 
Sasori moved away from them. 

Danny, the driver, was so busy watching the 
monsters that he nearly ran them into a telephone 
pole! Their pink Cadillac bounced up onto the side- 
walk and came to a screeching stop just in time. 

“Look at that thing!” Danny screamed as he 
pointed at Godzilla. “Nothing gets that big!” 

“Wow, and | thought the camera was supposed 
to add about ten pounds,” Donna murmured. 

Tomo looked at her in confusion. 

Teen Elvis said, “What my little poodle-head here 
is tryin’ to say is that on TV, you really can’t get a 
sense of how much Godzilla there really is!” 

Tomo nodded. He looked around at the devasta- 
tion. Frightened people were running toward them. 

“We'll need to take the back streets,” Tomo said. 
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“The main roads will be jammed. Can you do it?” 

“Are you kiddin’, son? I’m the King! | know 
everything there is to know about this city. You stick 
with me and I'll get you where you want to go. 
Um—by the way, where do you want to go?” 

“| have to find Hiro.” 

“Your scientist friend?” Donna asked. “The one 
who's working with the military?” 

“Yes!” 

She pointed at the cluster of military planes, heli- 
copters, tanks, Humvees, and other transports that 
were converging near the heart of Las Vegas. 
Spotlights shone from a single rooftop, like bea- 
cons. And there was a giant neon guitar on the side 
of the building! 

“It's a sign,” Teen Elvis said reverently. 

“| bet it is,” Donna said. “He’s got to be up 
there!” 

“Danny!” Teen Elvis cried. “We gotta shiver and 
shake our booties right up there!” 

“Huh?” asked Danny. 

“Drive!” 

“Ohl” 


He sped down a narrow alleyway. 


Hiro watched as Godzilla approached. The rooftop 
was now swarming with military personnel. “Kill 
the spotlights!” Hiro yelled. 
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The lights faded. From only a few blocks away, 
Godzilla roared. Kamacuras and Kumonga turned 
at the sound. 

“Everyone keep still,” Hiro commanded. “And 
quiet. | want the planes and choppers out of here 
now!” 

The order was given. The aircraft that circled 
overhead moved off. 

Thunder radiated through the streets from 
Godzilla’s mighty footsteps. Lightning flashed along 
Sasori’s electrified tail. 

“They're almost here,” Hiro said. 

General Holt, the gray-haired man who had 
given Hiro all his clearances, huddled nearby. He 
spoke into a hand-held radio. “If it looks like they’ re 
going to try to smash this building—or fry it—open 
fire on them!” 

On the street below, hidden by wreckage or 
pressed tightly against what remained of buildings, 
a half-dozen tanks silently trained their turrets on 
the approaching monsters. 

The general looked at Hiro. “You know the funny 
thing?” 

“There’s something funny?” 

“| hate bugs. When | was a kid, | went out of my 
way to squash ’em.” 

“Kids are like that.” 

“Can't help but feel this is payback time for all of 
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those darned squashed bugs, you knowe” 

Hiro smiled slightly. “Maybe you’ re right.” 

Then the giant monsters were upon them. 
Godzilla and Sasori were moving slower now. 
More cautiously. 

Godzilla turned and seemed to look right at Hiro. 

“Gentlemen,” General Holt whispered. 

“No, wait!” Hiro hissed. 

Godzilla looked away. He nodded toward the 
monsters just over the barricade. : 

Sasori leaped into action. It sorang over the bar- 
ricade and attacked! Godzilla followed right 
behind, smashing through the barricades. 

“Everyone take cover!” Hiro yelled. 

“Shrapnel!” the general called. 

They ducked their heads. Bits of steel and con- 
crete flew around them, smashing into the roof. One 
of the spotlights was demolished. An unmanned 
helicopter was struck. It burst into flames, then top- 
pled from the roof. 

No one was seriously hurt. 

Hiro looked up and saw Godzilla and Sasori 
battling the other two monsters. He was so 
entranced by the sight that he only barely heard the 
sound of footsteps coming up behind him. 

The general spun around, his weapons drawn. 
“Halt!” 

Hiro turned. He blinked several times, then nar- 
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rowed his gaze. Tomo was there—along with a 
young man in a fiery red suit who looked like a 
teenage Elvis! 

“How—” Hiro began. 

“There’s no time!” Tomo said. “You have to listen 
to me. Kamacuras and Kumonga are building a 
nest. They've trapped those people for food!” 

“A nest?” the general said. “What are you talk- 
ing about?” 

“In the desert,” Tomo said quickly. He was nearly 
out of breath. “At the blast site. | found a whole nest 
of monsters. Dozens of them. Some hadn’t even 
hatched. Kamacuras and Kumonga are taking care 
of them. And they’ re trying to build another nest for 
them here. A bigger one!” 

“That's it, then,” Hiro said. “It was the creation of 
so many others like Godzilla that called to him from 
beneath the waters. He heard the cries of the 
young!” 

The general's radio crackled. “Sir, it's ready. 
We’re airlifting the weapon into place right now.” 

Tomo became pale. “Weapon?” 

“The people from the Cryo Lab have been help- 
ing us. We think we can stop Godzilla and the oth- 
ers once and for all.” 

Roars and bright flashes of pure white light came 
from the crowded street ahead. Everyone stopped 
to look at the monsters. 
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Sasori and Kamacuras were wrestling. Sasori’s 
claws dug deep into its opponent's body. Kama- 
curas bit at Sasori’s hard shell. Swinging his tail 
around, Sasori electrified the praying mantis, keep- 
ing the monster off balance as he drove the crea- 
ture back toward the sticky white spider webbing 
Kumonga had woven. 

Nearby, Kumonga was darting back and forth, 
climbing on buildings and hopping from one spot 
to another. Anything to avoid Godzilla’s atomic 
blasts. 

“Look there!” Hiro called. He pointed at a section 
of the webbing where hundreds of people were 
trapped. Godzilla’s atomic blasts had nearly struck 
them! 

Kumonga fired its sticky spider webbing at 
Godzilla’s eyes, blinding him. Then it thrust one of 
its legs into the side of a building and sent a shower 
of debris crashing down on the other side of the 
street. 

Godzilla heard the sound and expelled his silver- 
blue fires on the spot. He thought he was firing on 
the spider. But it was a trick! 

Before Godzilla knew what was happening, the 
spider leaped on him, digging its legs into his side 
and legs. Godzilla roared with pain—and fell! 
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Tomo watched in horror as 
Kumonga sprayed his web 
all over Godzilla. The great 
“* dinosaur tried to fight, but 

Kumonga had him pinned 
down. 

; The general turned to Hiro and 
said, They’ re inate the weapon in now!” 

Everyone turned as chopper blades sliced through 
the night sky. Something enormous passed overhead. 
Three helicopters carried the weapon that Hiro and 
the other scientists had ordered brought to them. 

The combat machine was the size of an oil tanker. 
The design seemed familiar to Tomo. Then he recalled 
a radio report he’d heard on the long drive to Vegas, 
and Tomo realized they'd already used this weapon 
once against Godzilla in the desert! 

“It’s a Grinder,” Tomo said. 
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“No.” Hiro shook his head. “It’s more than that. 
This has no driver; we're running it by remote con- 
trol. And we've installed the cryo-weapon into the 
main fuselage. There’s a nozzle at the center of the 
nose that will deep-freeze these giant monsters. It 
may simply shrink them, or it may kill them. We 
don’t know yet—” 

“You can’t do this!” Tomo said. “Godzilla doesn’t 
mean any harm—” 

Hiro didn’t have time for Tomo’s objections. He 
noticed the soldiers below were helping to free 
some of the trapped people. But there were still 
hundreds trapped in the webbing. Hiro knew he’d 
have to act fast. 

“Listen,” continued Tomo. “Godzilla just wants—” 

“Tomoyuki, respect your elders in this and say 
nothing more!” Hiro snapped. 

Tomo fell silent. All his life, he’d been taught to 
do what he was told. But he’d also learned how 
fragile life could be. And how valuable. The loss of 
his parents had shown him that. 

Mustering his courage, Tomo said, “What you’re 
doing is wrong. Ill stop you if | can.” 

“All right,” Hiro said calmly. “Thank you for let- 
ting me know where each of us stands in this.” 

The scientist gestured, and two soldiers 
approached. He pointed at Tomo and his compan- 
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ion. “Keep an eye on them. Don’t let them make 
any trouble.” | 

A soldier took Tomo’s arm. The other gave Teen 
Elvis a little shove. 

“This way,” the first soldier said. 

Teen Elvis fixed his lapel and tilted his head each 
way quickly. “Thank you. Thank you very much. 
Watch the threads, man.” 

Tomo and his friend were led away from Hiro 
and the general. Teen Elvis leaned in close and 
said, “Little buddy, what you did back there took 
guts. The King would have been proud. But there is 
a little problem. With these here fellas watchin’ us, 
we ain’t gonna be able to do nothin’ about this 
here monster roast.” 

“It’s not a roast,” Tomo said. “It’s the complete 
opposite. They’re using a cryo-weapon. It will 
freeze anything it touches.” 

“Yeah, I’ve played rooms like that.” 

“And there is something | can do,” Tomo said. He 
closed his eyes and concentrated. 


Godzilla felt himself drifting away. He was return- 
ing to the depths. To sleep. Perhaps forever. 

A sudden, shocking noise erupted in his skull. A 
buzzing even worse than the strange call that woke 
him from his slumber the first time. 

Pictures burst inside his mind. He saw an odd 
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creature with brown fur on its head, soft pale skin, 
and eyes filled with caring. The face disappeared 
and was replaced by the sight of two-legged crea- 
tures with soft faces running toward him in panic. 
And behind them, he saw a giant greenish-brown 
foot descend. 

His foot. 

It was followed by his tail. The white-hot glow of 
his atomic fire. 

He was looking at the ants he so often found 
near the silver boxes! Only—they were no longer 
so small. And they reminded him of himself. He saw 
larger ones protecting their young. 

The vision changed and now he was looking at 
another silver earthworm, like the one that had 
attacked him in the desert. He heard the sound of 
frantically beating wings. 

Danger was coming. Terrible danger. 

Roaring, he gathered his strength and shoved 
with all his mighty power against the webs that 
Kumonga had been spinning around him. He 
clawed at his face and pulled the webs from his 
eyes. Out of the corner of his vision he saw some- 
thing flying his way. 

Suddenly, something in Godzilla’s mind urged 
him to leap forward. Godzilla obeyed and jumped! 

A wind brushed by his back as something 
large passed directly behind him. Then Godzilla 
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heard a heavy object collide with one of the silver 
boxes. 

Turning, he saw Kumonga lying on the ground, 
stunned. The giant spider had leaped out to attack 
Godzilla, but Godzilla had jumped and saved him- 
self. 

Godzilla swished his tail in delight! 

Inside Godzilla’s mind, images of the kind-eyed 
young creature reappeared. The One. Godzilla 
understood that the kind-eyed creature was helping 
him. The One was with him again. 

Suddenly, the beating of wings caught Godzilla’s 
attention. He turned to see three silver wasps lower- 
ing a silver earthworm to the ground. Godzilla 
opened his mouth. He blasted at the bugs with his 
atomic breath. 

The bugs dropped their burden, and the cords 
tying them to the earthworm snapped. The worm 
fell hard to the ground. The bugs flew off, two 
avoiding his flames. The third was hit. It spun over 
one of the silver boxes and two of the tiny ants 
leaped out. Then the bug turned a few more times 
in midair and plummeted to the ground! 

Godzilla turned and saw his friend Sasori fight- 
ing Kamacuras. The scorpion had thrust the giant 
praying mantis into the webbing strung between 
the tall silver boxes. The scorpion was slamming 
its claws at the monster’s underbelly and head. 
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The giant mantis looked dazed. 

Godzilla heard the silver worm come to life 
behind him. But he couldn’t worry about that now. 
The scorpion had hooked its claws around the 
praying mantis’s body and was yanking it from 
the webbing. Godzilla could tell that when the 
mantis fell, he would land on hundreds of the little 
ants who’d been webbed nearby. They were alive, 
struggling. And if not for one of those little antlike 
creatures, Godzilla might have given up. 

Godzilla rushed forward, roaring at the scor- 
pion, but it did no good. He knew that he couldn’t 
reach the scorpion in time. 

Opening his maw, Godzilla blasted the scorpion 
with his atomic breath! 

The scorpion was blown into the webbing, which 
burst into fire and collapsed. Both monsters fell, but 
they didn’t land on the tiny ants. 

The scorpion shuddered—and launched itself at 
Godzilla! 


“| don’t understand it!” Hiro cried. “Godzilla just 
saved those people!” 

“| wouldn't have believed it if | hadn’t seen it 
myself!” said the general. 

They watched as Godzilla was battered by the 
scorpion. The spider rose up and joined it. 
Kamacuras was scampering their way. 
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The general’s radio crackled again. “Deep 
Freeze is ready!” 

Hiro put his hand on the general’s shoulder. 
“Tomoyuki may have been right about Godzilla.” 

“Sorry,” said the general. “| can’t take any 
chances. And we may never get an opportunity like 
this again!” He spoke into his radio. “Prepare to—” 

“Look!” Hiro shouted. 


Godzilla battered the scorpion and the other two 
giants. He bathed them in his atomic breath and 
brought one of the silver boxes down on them. 

For an instant, the night was mercifully silent. 

Godzilla felt the strange tingling in his mind. The 
kind-eyed creature was with him again. He turned 
and saw a gathering of ants with bright lights upon 
a rooftop not far from him. And on the corner of the 
silver box, he saw the one who was his friend. 

Godzilla raised one of his hands. He was 
stunned to see the ant do the same. 

They could think, these ants. Like him! 

Then a sound came from behind him. He turned 
in time to see the scorpion coming for him, its entire 
body seething with lightning. 


Tomo saw what was going to happen a moment too 
late. As the scorpion flew at Godzilla, Deep Freeze 
fired! A silver-white stream of pure energy shot out 
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from the modified Grinder and engulfed both mon- 
sters. Sasori attempted to fight the ray of freezing 
cold with its lightning, but it didn’t help. He glowed 
brighter than ever, the light almost blinding. 

Then he started to shrink. In a few seconds, he 
was half the size of Godzilla, then a quarter his 
size, and finally he dwindled from view. 

Godzilla was covered in pure white frost. He was 
frozen, like a statue. From the rubble beneath him, 
Kumonga and Kamacuras freed themselves. Deep 
Freeze was aimed their way, but the praying mantis 
was too quick. As the freezing ray was fired, 
Kamacuras snatched up its companion and flew to 
safety. A pair of fighters chased after them. 

Tomo reached out with his power. For a second, 
he read the thoughts of the two giant insects. 

Destruction. The nest. Revenge. 

Tomo shivered. He knew they were planning to 
return one day. 

Cheering rose from the rooftop. Tomo saw the 
general and his men jumping up and down. 
Applauding. Slapping one another on the back. 

Hiro was not cheering. He was looking at Tomo 
anxiously. 

Tomo closed his eyes and tried to link up with 
Godzilla. The giant monster’s thoughts were murky. 


He’d been stunned by the freezing ray. But not 
killed. 
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“Hey,” Teen Elvis said, “wasn’t that thing sup- 
posed to shrink Gaédvilla? He's ctilhttis semesizest 

The laughter stopped. 

A crackling was heard. Godzilla had moved—he 
was starting to thaw! 

“Godzilla’s not a cryo creation!” Hiro realized 
aloud. “He’s a mutation from an atomic explosion.” 

The general looked at Hiro. “What are you talk- 
ing about?” 

“Inside Godzilla is the equivalent of a nuclear 
reactor,” explained Hiro. “I should have realized. 
The cold ray can’t shrink him—or kill him. It can 
only slow him down.” 

A high-pitched sound came from the street 
below. Hiro turned to the general. “Deep Freeze is 
overloading! Something’s wrong!” 

Tomo looked down and saw the Grinder. Its sides 
were shuddering. The machine looked as if it was 
going to shake itself apart! 

“The technology's highly unstable,” Hiro warned. 
“That’s what caused the explosion in Nevada. We 
have to evacuate!” 

“There are people trapped in the webbing!” the 
general cried. “Hundreds of them. We’re not leav- 
ing without them!” 

“That sounds like my cue,” Tomo’s friend said as 
he turned and ran. “Teen Elvis has left the build- 
ing!” 


96 


GODZILLA INVADES AMERICA 


The general ordered his men to enter the combat 
zone. 

Tomo saw that the ice holding Godzilla was melt- 
ing. Godzilla’s tail lazily slapped the ground. 

Hiro approached. “Tomoyuki, we only have one 
chance. Can you talk to Godzilla? Ask him to help 
us?” 

“ll try,” Tomo said. He closed his eyes and 
focused his power. He knew better than to try to 
send words. Instead, he sent feelings and images. 

Pictures of explosions leaped from his mind into 
that of the giant monster. Tomo heard Godzilla roar 
in anger. 

Then the images shifted to the Deep Freeze 
weapon in the Grinder and more explosions. 
Finally, the images dissolved to Tomo’s parents. 
Playing, laughing, singing. Tomo wanted Godzilla 
to know what it meant to be a human being—that 
the creatures below him were alive, with feelings 
and fears, just like his. 

Tomo opened his eyes. Godzilla was staring 
straight at him. 

“Do you understand?” Tomo whispered. 

Godzilla looked at the people trapped in 
Kumonga’s webbing. The Deep Freeze weapon 
was whistling louder now. Yellow and red beams of 
light burst from the cracks in the weapon’s hull. 

Any second now it would blow up and kill all 
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of those trapped people—along with Tomo. 

Godzilla looked back at Tomo one more time, 
then he threw himself onto the Deep Freeze 
weapon—just as it exploded! 

A fiery glow enveloped Godzilla. The monster 
roared in agony. Waves of heat and cold raced 
through the streets and onto the rooftops. Tremors 
made the earth shake. Humvees turned over. 
Another helicopter crashed. A soldier nearly fell 
from a roof, but the general grabbed him in time. 

Then it was over. The glow faded. 

Everyone was saved! 


“You did it!” Hiro cried. He hugged Tomo and 


lifted him into the air! 

Everyone cheered. Hiro set Tomo down. 

“| didn’t do it,” Tomo said. “Godzilla saved us.” 

The joyous mood vanished. Everyone stared at 
Godzilla. The giant monster didn’t move. Everyone 
was saved, all right—except Godzilla. 

“Maybe it’s best this way,” the general said at 
last. “He was a hero at the end.” 

Everyone on the rooftop was silent. 

Then Tomo saw something. “Look!” 

Godzilla’s tail twitched. It moved lazily from side 
to side. Next his legs and arms began to move. 

“He’s alive!” Tomo yelled. 

Godzilla rose to his feet and everyone cheered. 
The huge monster threw his head back and roared! 
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Tomo laughed as he put his hands to his ears. 
Then he watched as Godzilla took a lumbering step 
toward the trapped people. The cheering abruptly 
stopped. 

“What's he going to do?” the general asked sus- 
piciously. 

Godzilla advanced quickly on the people. He 
reached down and they began to scream. 

“We have to do something!” the general cried. 

“The people are in the way,” Hiro said. “We 
can’t!” 

Godzilla reached out his huge claw. Everyone 
gasped. But his claws didn’t slice down on the peo- 
ple. It merely sliced through the webbing that had 
trapped them. 

Godzilla turned, looking over his shoulder 
angrily. It was as if he could still sense the distrust 
the humans had for him. 

But the people on the ground started cheering 
and applauding. Godzilla saw them and tilted his 
head, then swished his tail in delight and turned to 
lumber away. He headed out toward the desert, on 
the trail of Kumonga and Kamacuras. 

The General picked up his radio. “We'll maintain 
surveillance by satellite. Let Godzilla go. | repeat— 
let Godzilla go.” 

Tomoyuki sighed with relief, and this time, when 
the cheering began, Tomo happily joined in! 
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3 Tomo walked timidly down 
: his school hallway. He was 
crow he lobkead today, his first 
day back since his adventure. 
Mes wore torn blue | jeans and a camouflage jacket 
that the general had given him. Hiro and all the sol- 
diers had signed it. His T-shirt was bright red and 
had Godzilla’s face on it. His boots were weighed 
down with straps and chains. They were a little 
heavy, but, as his cousin Mike said, they looked cool. 
It was time to go to second period. Geometry. Ugh. 
Jack Gorganski, Tomoyuki’s chief tormentor, came 
up to him. “Yo, Tomo! What's happenin’2” 
Tomo looked around. “Are you talking to me?” 
“Sure, bud! Hey, let me carry your books. | wanna 
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talk to you about the softball team. Heard you like 
softball, right?” 

“Well, sure!” 

They passed Frank Farsweller, who eyed Jack 
suspiciously. “Everything okay?” 

Tomo nodded. Weirdly enough, it was. A half- 
dozen students fell in around him. 

“Tomo, tell us about Godzilla!” 

“Yeah, what was it like being that close to him?” 

“We saw you on CNN! You’re the bomb!” 

Tomo smiled at Jack. “I’ll get back to you.” 

“Sure thing, Tomo,” Jack said, dropping away 
from the pack. “Anything you say, man!” 

Anything he said? 

Tomo smiled. He could get used to this... 


In the desert, Hiro and the general approached the 
opening Tomo had found in the rocks—the one that 
led to the nest of monsters. 

Hiro shined his light into the abyss. He saw only 
empty cocoons and broken eggshells the size of 
pickup trucks. 

“They're gone,” Hiro said. “We're too late—the 
Monster Legion has escaped!” 

Hiro looked away from the nest. The adventure 
wasn't over, he realized. It was just beginning. 
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LOOK FOR THESE TWO 
NEW GODZILLA ADVENTURES 
COMING IN SPRING 1998 


Godzilla”: Journey to Monster Island 
by Scott Ciencin 
ISBN: 0-679-88901 -9 


During his visit to America, Godzilla makes friends 
with a group of new monsters—giant insects and 
animals created by a scientific accident. Hunted by 
a fearful military, Godzilla decides to lead his new 
friends on a wild and rowdy journey to a place 
where they can alll live in peace—Monster Island. 


Godzilla” Versus the Space Monster 
by Scott Ciencin 
ISBN: 0-679-88902-7 


Godzilla is living happily on Monster Island with his 
monster friends when an angry three-headed 
dragon named King Ghidorah descends from 
space to destroy all life on the planet. Only one 
human—a brave boy named Troy—has discovered 
the secret to defeating King Ghidorah. Now 
Godzilla must rally his monster army to help Troy 
save the world! 


GODZILLA” LIVES—AND HE’S 
COMING TO AMERICA! 


Godzilla™ Saves America: 

A Monster Showdown in 3-D! 
By Marc Cerasini, illustrated by 
Tom Morgan & Paul Mounts 
ISBN: 0-679-88079-8 


An exciting Godzilla adventure fully illustrated in 
bold 3-D color. Comes with a special pair of 3-D 
Godzilla Glasses that makes the action leap right 
off the page! 


AND FOR MORE EXCITING 
GODZILLA” READING... 


Godzilla”: King of the Monsters 
By Scott Ciencin 
ISBN: 0-679-88220-0 


Here is a thrilling retelling of Godzilla’s first 
appearance in Japan as seen through the eyes of 
three children. On a stormy night, in a remote 
Japanese fishing village, three children see 
Godzilla and live to tell about it. Everyone wants to 
hear their story, but few seem to believe them. ..until 
Godzilla himself arrives in Tokyo! 


GODZILLA" LIVES! 


Look for these titles, available wherever books are sold. 
OR 
You can send in this coupon (with check or money order) 
and have the books mailed directly to you! 


Q Godzilla™: King of the Monsters (0-679-88220-0) 


BAY SCONE CIGSICIN 052-05 case ccsp sosneshigs 2 RRR crn $3.99 
QO Godzilla™ Returns (0-679-88221-9) 

by Wicire Cerin i..c. dei sl.dasscinedssl eee woe ks $4.99 
QO Godzilla™ 2000 (0-679-88751-2) 

SEED SE Si Re ROR BSR P Melne At AIRY eh) $4.99 
QO) Godzilla™ Saves America: A Monster Showdown in 3-D! 

CBR ge EE 4 BIE aes REE a Ea MS ee ELEM DI. RARE ON, $11.99 


Illustrated in full color with 3-D glasses included! 


QO Godzilla™ Versus Gigan™ and the Smog Monster 
Soe SCAU gt | ERE AOR pred aan SOREE Sans NORE pes Bee $3.99 
Illustrated in full color 


OQ Godzilla™ on Monster Island (0-679-88080-1) 
Prirny tunel oe ae eh $3.99 


Subtotal $ 
Shipping and handling $ 
Sales tax (where applicable) $ 

$ 


Total amount enclosed 
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Make your check or money order (no cash or C.O.D.s) payable to 


Random House, Inc., and mail to Random House Mail Sales, 
400 Hahn Road, Westminster, MD 21157. 


Prices and numbers subject to change without notice. Valid in U.S. only. 
All orders subject to availability. Please allow 4 to 6 weeks for delivery. 


Need your books even faster? Call toll-free 1-800-793-2665 


~~ to order by phone and use your major credit card. 
Please mention interest code 8701B to expedite your order. 
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e began life as 
the dinosaur Godzillasaurus, 
and for millions of years he lived peacefully 
on a small Pacific island. But then atomic bomb 
tests exposed him to radiation—and transformed 
him into the legendary monster Godzilla! 
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